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Duke of BUCCLEUGH. 


MY LORD, 


ie is with much pleafure I embrace this 
opportunity of teftifying my fincere refpect 
for Your Grace’s exalted character, as the 
friend and as the ornament of your coun- | 
try, by addreffing thefe volumes to a name | H | 
fo much revered and beloved by the nation ny 

a4 . whofe j 


{ -vin }] 


whofe poetry they are intended to preferve 


and to illuftrate. 


lief compofitions in this volume, 
Viv Lorp, will be found to breathe the living 


ipirit of the Scotifh people, a race of men 
. 


eft monuments of their martial 


slory in every country. Your Graceg, it 
is hoped, will with pleafure here recognife 
the noble ardour your example lately tended 
to revive, by raifing and commanding in 
perfon a military force in defence of your 
country, at a period when her natives had 
not difcernment to perceive, nor {pirit to 


affume, the privileges of Britith fubjects. 


The fecond volume, My Lorp, contains 
chiefly pieces defcriptive of rural merriment, 
and of love and domeftic happinefs. Even 
thefe, it is humbly believed, Your Gracr 
will not difdain; for it is well known that 
the felicity of the poor in general, and of 
}Our humerous tenants and dependants in 


articular 
particular, 


‘particular, is regarded by Your Grace as 
effential to your own. In rewatd, Your 
Grace enjoys a domeftic felicity now fel- 
dom or never known to the great, who are 
generally obliged to exchange the free en- 
joyment of true pleafure for the gaudy fla- 
very of oftentation. 


At a period when many of the Britith 
nobility are wafting their patrimonial eftates 
in profligate diffiparion ; men trained to arms 
in defence of their rights and liberties, vil- 
Jages beautified and rendered falubrious, and 
their inhabitants rendered happy, have been 


the monuments of expence of the Duxg OF 
Buccuivcn. 


The filent gratitude of the poor will ever 
{peak Your Gracz’s praifes with an ex- 
preffion unknown to the moft exalted elocu- 
tion ; and it were furely abfurd for any wri- 
ter to enlarge on what is the common fubject 


of 


of converfation, and known to all; I fhall 
not therefore any longer intrude on Your 
Grace’s patience. 

That ScorLanp may long confider Your 
Grace as one of the beft guatdians of her 
liberty, and the living affertor of her an- 
cient fpirit, is the earneft wih of, 


My Lorp, 


Your GRACES 


Moft obedient Servant, 


JOHN PINKERTON. 
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frequently only committed to the memory of the ex- 
pounders of their Law, or difciples of their fages. 
Pythagoras, who. was initiated in their fecret {cience, 
conveyed in like manner his dictates to his difciples, as 
appears from the moral verfes which pafs under his 

“name at this day. And though the authenticity of thefe 
may be queftioned, yet that he followed this mode of 
bequeathing his knowledge to his followers, is proved 
from the conient of all antiquity *. Nay, before him, 
Thales compofed in like manner his Syftem of Natural 
Philofophy. And even fo late as the time of Ariftotle, 

the Laws of the Agathyrfi, a nation in Sarmatia, were 
all delivered in verie. Not to mention the known laws 
of the Twelve Tables, which, fromthe fragments ftill 
remaining of them, ‘appear to have confifted of fhort 
rythmic fentences. 

From laws and religion poetry made an eafy progrefg 
to the celebration of the Gods and Heroes, who were 
their founders. Verfes in their praife were fung on 
folemn occafions by the compofers, or bards themfelves, 
We meet with many before Homer, who diftinguithed 
themfelves by fuch productions. Fabricius + has enu- 
merated near feventy whofe names have reached our 
times, ‘That immortal author had the advantage of 


* Jamblichus de vita Pythag. pafim; and particularly /id, £, 
cap. 15. and 25, 
4 In Biblictheca Greca, tom. I. 
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hearing the poems repeated; and was certainly ine 
debted to his predeceflors for many beauties which we 
admire as original. "hat he was himfelf an AOIAOS, 
or Minftrel, and fung his own verfes to the lyre, is 
fhown by the admirable author of the Enquiry into his 
Life and Writings *. Nor were his poems refcued frony 
the uncertain fame of tradition, and committed to wri- 
ting till fome time after his death +. 


Such was the utility of the poetic: tradition amone 
the more polifhed nations of antiquity: and with thofe 
they denominated Barbarians we finditno lefs practifed ¥, 
The Perfians had their Magi, who preferved, as would 
{eem in this way, ‘the remarkable events of former times, 
and an.war went before the army finging the praties of 
their illuitrious men, whom the extraordinary gratitude 
and admiration of their countrymen*had exalted into 
Deities. If they gained the victory, the Song of ‘Triumph 
recorded the deeds of thofe who hadofallen, and by their 
praifes animated the ambition of thofe who. enjoyed the 
conqueft to farther acts.of valour, The latter cuftom 


* Se&. VIII. 

+ JElian. Var. Hift. lib. xiit. c. TAs 

}.The reader, who would defire more intelligence on this head, 
may confult a curious D: tffertation on the Monuments which Supplied 


the Defe&. of Writing among the firft Hifforians, by the Abbé Anfelm, 
in Les Memoires de l’Academic des Infcriptions, &c. 
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was in ufe ftill more anciently among the Jews, as 
appears from the fongs of Mofes * and Deborah + 
preferved.in Sacred Writ. 

The Druids of Gaul and Britain afford a noted ins 
ftancet. Such firm hold did their traditions take of 
the memory, that fome of them are retained in the 
minds of their countrymen totthis very day §. The 


%* Exod XV. f Judges V. 


} Et Bardi quidem fortia virortim illuftrium faéta heroicis com 
pofita verfibus, chm dulcibus lyrz modulis cantitarunt. 4mmiane 
Marcell, \ib. xvi. 


§ Atqite hotaum (Bardorum feu Druidarum) cantiones, aut ad 
fimilitudinem potius earundem fiétz etiamnum aliqua extant die 
Miifler Gefange, fed recentiores plereque, nec vel quingentos annos 
excedentes. Deffel, in notis ad Eginbart. Traje&t. 1711, p. 130. 
Nonhulli eruditt viri obfervarunt veterem illam Gallorum confue- 
tudinem (ci vifci facrum ufum apud druidas) etiam nunc multis 
Gallize locis retiner!, cim anni initio clamitant, Au guy lan neuf, 
%e. Ad yifcum; annvis novus. Hotoman. ad Caf. 1.6. Druydes 
vero Heduorum, qui tunc habitabant in quodam loco, hodiernis 
temporibus Mons druidum dictus, diftans a noftra civitate Heduenft 
per unum milliare ubi adhuc reftant veftigia loci habitationis 
€orum, utebantur pro eorum armis anguibus in camipo azureo; hae 
bebant etiam in parte fuperiore ramum vifci quercinel (ung rameaul 
de guyg de chafne) et in parte inferiofe unum cumulum parvorum 
anguium feu ferpentium argenteorum quafi tune nafcentium, qui 
vulgo dicitur, coubee de ferpens d'argent. Chaffeneux Catalogi Gloriz, 
mundi, 152g, folio verfo 26. 


b 2 Germans, 
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Germans, as we learn from Tacitus, had no other mode 
of commemorating the tranfactions of paft times than 
by verfe. ‘The brave actions of their anceftors. were 
always fung as an incentive to their imitation before 
they entered into combat. ‘The like we read of the 
ancient Goths *, thofe deftroyers of all literature, who 
yet poffefied greater fkill in the fine arts than is com- 
monly afcribed to them. From them this cuftom paffed 
to their deicendants the inhabitants of the Northern 
regions, many animated fpecimens of whofe traditio- 
nal poetry have been preferved to our times + and 
au by their modern hiftorians as uncontroulable 
vouchers; as the Arabian hiftorians refer for the truth 
of many events to the Spanifh romanzes, faved in like 
nanner by tradition for many ages, many of which are 
of very remote antiquity, and abound with the higher 
beauties of poetry {. Traditional verfes are to this day 
a favourite amufement of the Mahometan nations ; 
though, oe of recording the illuftrious aGions of 
their real heroes, they chaunt the fabled exploits of 


* Jornand, See Warton’s Hift, of Englifo Poetry. 
T See the Hiftories of Saxo Grammat Jo. Magnus, Torfzus, &c. 
ds, Percy’s Five Pieces of Runi¢ Poetry. 


t Hift. de las cuerras civiles de Granada, A mott beautiful imi- 


oo 


tation of their manner may be found among the Poems of Voiture. 
Phe Spanifh word Romanze feems now applied to any fhort lyric 
tale on whatever fubje&. We find in Gongora, their moft emi- 


ene poct, Kowances Amorofos, y Burlefcos, 
Buhalul 
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Buhalul their Orlando*, or the yet more ridiculous 
ones of their Prophet +. From them it would appear 
that rime, that great help to the remembrance of tra- 
ditional poetry, paffed to the Troubadours of Provence ; 
who from them feem alfo to have received the fpirit and 

_ character of their effufions. Like them, they compofed 
amorous veries with delicacy and nature; but when 
they attempted the fublimer walk of the Heroic Song, 
their imagination was often bewildered, and they wandered 
into the contiguous regions of the incredible and abfurd. 
{n proportion as Literature advanced in the world, 
Oral Tradition difappeared. The venerable Britith 
Bards were in time fucceeded by the Welfh Beirdh §, 


* Huet, Lettre 4 Monfieur Segrais, fur lorigine des Romans, 
pe Lxvit. edit. dAmit. 1715. 

+ Hiftoriale defcription de l'Afrique, efcrite de notre temps par 
Jean Leon, African, premierement en langue Arabefque, puis en 
En Anvers, 1556. Jib, III. 


Tofcane, et a prefent mife en Francois 
Pe 175: 

A curious fpecimen of the Eaftern religious poetry may be feen in 
Sir John Chardin’s Voyage to Perfia, vol. I. 

+ Huet, ubi fupra, p. uxx. Ermengarde wicomteffe de Nar- 


bonne 


L’accueil favorable qu’elle fit aux Poetes Provenceaux, @ 
fait croire qu’elle tenoit cour d’amour dans fon Palais, mourut 1194. 
Almanach Hiftorique de Languedoc, a Touloufe, 1752, p. 277- 
See Hilt. Liter. des Troub. Paris, 1794. TYrantlations of Provenzal 
Sirventes, and an imitation of the Provenzal Heroic Romanze, may 
be found in a volume lately publifhed by Mr. Dilly, intituled, 
RIMES. Odes, Book II. Odes, 8,9, 10, 11, 12, 13. 16. 

§ Hiflory of Wales, by Caradoc of Lhancarvan, ke. 1702. p.£59 
b73 whole 
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whofe principal occupation feems to have been to pres 
ferve the genealogy of their patrons, or at timés to 
amufe them with fome fabulous ftory of their predécef- 
fors fung to the harp or crowd*, an inftrument which 
Grifith ap Conan, King of Wales, is faid to have 
brought from Ireland, about the beginning of the 
twelfth century. 

In like manner, among the Caledonians, as’an inge- 
pious writer + acquaints us, ‘* Every chief in proeefs 
*¢ of time hada bard in his family, and the office be- 
** came hereditary. By the fucceffion of thefe bards the 
‘¢ poems concerning the anceftors of the family were 
*¢ handed down from generation to generation; they 
** were repeated to the whole clan on folemn occa- 
** fions, and always alluded to in the new compofi- 
$¢ tions of the bards.” The fuccéffors of Offian 
were at length employed chiefly in the mean officé of 
preferving fabulous genealogies, and flattering the pride 
of their chieftains at the expence of truth, without 


* This is the inftrument meant in the following verfes of Ven, 
Fortunatus, lib. vii. sei 
Romanufqve lyra plaudat tibi, barbarus harpa, 
Grecus Achilliaca, Crotta Britanna canat.’ 


See more of the Harp in War, Antiq. Hibern. cap. 22. And 
Mr. Evans, Differt. de Bardis, p. 80. 


+ Mr. Macpherfon, in his Differtation on the Era of Offian, 
p- 228. ed, 1773. 


é 
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even fancy fufficient to render their inventions either 
pleafing or plaufible. That order of men, I believe, 
is now altogether extinct; yet they have left a fpirit 
of poetry in the country where they flourifhed * ; and 
Offian’s harp ftill yields a dying found among the wilds 
of Morven. 

Having thus given a faint view of the progrefs of 
the Oral Tradition of Poetry to thefe times +, I proceed 
to- fhew what arts the ancient bards employed to make 
their verfes take fuch hold: of the memory of their 
countrymen, as to be tranimitted fafe and entire 
-avithout the aid ¢f writing for many ages. Thefe may 
be confidered as affecting the paflions and the ear. 
Their mode of expreilion was fimple and genuine. 
They of confequence towched the paffions truly and 
effectively. And when the paflions are engaged, we 
liften with avidity to the tale that fo agreeably affects 
them; and remember it again with the moft promp 
facility. This may be obferved in children, who will 
forget no circumftance of an interefling ftory, more 
efpecially if ftriking or dreadful to the fancy; when 
they cannot remember a fhort maxim which only oc- 
cupies the judgement. The patlions of men have been 
and will be the fame through all ages. Poetry is the 
fovereign of the paffions, and will reign while they 

%* See Martin’s, and other Defcriptions of thé Weftern Illes, 


paflim. 


+ For an account of the more modern minftréls fee Dr. 
Percy’s Differtation, which is fo complete that it leaves nothing 


to addg 
oc PT 
b 4 exit. 
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exift. We may neh at Sir Ifaac Newton, as we have 


at Defcartes; but we fhall a uways admire a Homer, an 
Offian, or a Shakfpere. 


s the fubjects of thefe genuine painters of nature 
deeply interefted the heart, and by that means were 
9 agreeable and affeGing, that every hearer withed to 
remember them; fo their mode of conftructing their 
erle wasduch, that the remembrance was eafy and 
expeditious, A few of their many arts to aid the me- 
mMory I fhall here en uimerate,. 


I. Moft of thefe Oral poems were fet to mufic, as 
would appear,. by the original authors themfelves. 


That this was the cuftom fo early as the days of 
Fiomer, may be feen in the excellent author formerly 
adduced *. How fhould we have been afiected by 
learing a compofition of Homer or Offian fung and 
played by thefe immortal mafters themfelves ! With the 
poem the air feems to have paficd from one age to 
another ; but as no mufical compofitions of the Greeks 
exift, we are quite in the dark as to the nature of thefe. 
I tuppofe that 


an 


\-ilan’s poetry is ftill recited to its orj- 
ee and to appropriated tunes.. We find, 

an excellent modern writer +, that this mode of ff linging 
o the harp was reckoned an accomplifhment fo 
late as among the Saxon’ Ecclefiattics. The ancient 


Enquiry, &c. Seét. VIII. 
+ Mr. Warton, in his Hiftory of Englith Poetry. 
mufic 


mufic was confeffedly infinitely fuperior to ours in the 
command of the paflions. Nay, the mufic of the moft 
barbarous countries has had effects that not all the 
fublime pathos of Corelli, or animated ftrains of 
Handel, could produce. Have not the Welfh, Irth, 
and Scotifh tunes, greater influence over the imoft in- 
formed mind at this day than the beft Italian concerto ? 
What Modern refined mutic could have the powers of 
the Rance de Vaches * of the Swiis, or the melancholy 
found of the Indian Banfha +? Is not the war-mutfic of 
the rudeft inhabitants of the wilds of America or Scot- 
Jand more terrible to the ear than that of the beft band 


in the Britifh army ? Or, what is itill more furprizing, 


{ 


/ 
will not the fofter paffions be more inflamed by a 
i 


* See Rouffeau, Dict. de Mufique, fur cette article. Thovgh the 
Swifs are a brave nation, yet their dance, which correfponds to the 
Rance des Vaches, is, like their others, rather expreffive of an effemi- 
nate fpirit. ¢ Les dances des Suiffes confiftent en un continuel 
é trainement de Jambe, ces pas repondoient mal au courage ferme 


* decette nation. Coquillart en fon Blazon des armes, et des dames,” 


‘ Les Efcoffoys font les repliques, 

« Pragois et Bretons bretonnans, 

* Les Suitfes dancent leurs Morefques, 
© A touts leurs tabourins fonnans.’ 


Monf. L. D. Notes 4 Rabelais, Tom. IV, p. 164. 1725. 


See Grainger’s Profo-poetic Account of the Culture of the 


Sugar-cane, Book IV. 
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Turki air than by the moft exquifite effort’ of 4 
polite compofér? as we learn’from an elegant wri- 
ter *, whom concurring circumftaneés rendered the 
beft judge that could be imagined of that fubje@. The 
harmony therefore of the old traditional fons poflefiing 
fuch influence over the paflions, at the: fame time that 
it rendered every expreftion neceflary to the ear, mutt 
have greatly recommended them to the remembrance. 

If. Befides mufical cadence, many arts were ufed in 
the veriification to facilitate the rehearfal. Such were: 

1. The frequent returns of the fame fentences and 
defcriptions expreffed in the very fame words. As for 
inftance, the delivery of meflages, the defcription of 
battles, &c. of which we meet with infinite examples 
in Homer, and fome, if’ I miftake not, in Offian, 
Good ones may be found in Hardyknute, Part I. y. 123, 
&c. compared with part Il. v. 107, &¢e. and in Child 
Maurice, v. 31, with v. 67; and innumerable fuch in 
the ancient Traditional Poetry of all nations. Thefe 
ferved as land-marks, in the view of which the memory 
travelled fecure over the intervening fpaces. Oh ‘this 
head falls likewife to be mentioned what’ we’call The 
Burden, that is, the unvaried repetition of Ghe or more 
lines fixing the tone of the poem throughout the whole. 
‘That this is very ancient among the barbaric nations, 
may be gathered from the Known Song of Regner 


¥ Letters of Lady M. W, Montague, XXXIII. 
Lodbrog, 
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Yodbrog, to be found in Olaus Wormius *; every 
‘ftatza of which begins with one and’ the fame line. 
So many of our ballads, both ancient and modern, 
have this aid to the memory, that it is unneceflary to 
condefcénd on any in particular. 

2. Alliteration was before the invention of -rime 
greatly uled, chiefly by the nations of Northern origi- 
nal, to affift the remembrance of their traditional poe- 
try. Moft of the Runic methods of vertification con- 
fifted in this practice. It was the only one among the 
Saxon poets, from whom it pafled to the Englith and 
-Scotifh +. When rime became common, this which 
was 


* Regner Lodbrog, King of Denmark, flourithed in the Ninth 
Century. | 
4. See Hickes, Ling. Vet. Sept. Thef. c.23. From the Saxons he 


obferves, that the author of Pierce Plowman drew this practice, 
¢.21. This poem was written about 1350. There is a remarkable 
fimilarity in its ftyle and manner with thofe very curious pieces of 
ancient Scotith poetry, ftyled The Prophecies of Thomas Rymer, 
Marvellous Merling, Beid, Berlington, Waldhave, Eltraine, Ba- 
nifter, ang Sybilla, printed at Edinburgh in 161s, and reprinted 
from that edition, 1742, 8vo. It is very furprifing that the re 
fpectable editor of Axcient Scottifh Poems, from the MS. of George 
Bannatyne, 1568. Edin. 1770, feems to regard thefe as not more 
ancient than the time of Queen Mary. His reafons are’ only 
founded on the modern appearance of fome particular pafages. 
That they have been modernized apd corrupted, Iwill readily 
allow; 
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was before thought to conttitute the fole difference 


eiween profe and verfe, was ftill regarded as an accef- 


fary 


allow; but that they are on the main nearly as ancient as Rymer’s 


time, who died about the beginning of the 14th Century, I believe 


the learned muft confefs from intrinfic evidence, in fuch cafes the 
fareft of all. Not to mention that Sir David Lindfay, who wrote 


i 


im the reign of fames V. is an undoubted witnefs that they muft 
be more ar 


ient than this eminent Antiquary would infer. For in 
enumerating the methods he todk to divert that prince while under 


his care in his infancy, after cendefcending on fome rifible cir- 


Whan thou walt young I bare thee in my arm 
whl ¢arictariee tcl 9 hecan ¢ vangre 
Fal! tenderly titi thou began to ga 15 
And in thy bed oft happed thee full warm, 
With lute in hand than fweetly to thee fane 
3) 
Sometime in dancing fierceful] ly I flan 


Ss 
And fometimes playing fairfes on the flure, 


And fometimes of mine office taking cure. 


& 
fu 


ometimes like a feind transfizurate, 
And fometimes like a greefy ghoft of Zayy 


picery fs 


In divers forms oft times disfigurate, &c. 


The P igs of Rymer, Bede, and Merlin, 
And many other pleafant hiftory 

Of the red Eriz, and | Gyre Carlin, 
Comforting thee when that I {aw thee fory. 


“27 r. 
Epifile to the King, prefixed to bis Dream. 
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fary grace, and was carried to a ludicrous length by 


fome poets of no mean rank in both nations. So 
late 


They begim thus: 

Merling fays in his book, who will read right, 

Althouch his fayings be uncouth, they fhall be true found, 
In the feventh chapter read who fo will, 

One thoufand and more after Chrift’s birth. 

Then the Chalnalider of Cornwall is called, 

And the wolf out of Wales is vanquifhed for aye, 

Then many ferlies fhall fall, and many folk fhall die. 


This exordium is evidently retouched by a modern hand.—Bae 


as the following lines, wiich are all in the Saxon manner, will 


teftify 


And derfly dung down without any doome— 
A proud prince in the preis lordly {hall light, 


With bold Barons in bufhment to battle {hall wend. — 


1 ; 
There fhall a galyart goat with a golden horn, 


And many fimilar. That prophecy which bears the name of 


Thomas Rymer is not deftitute of poetic graces. It opens with the 


following lines : 


Still on my ways as I went 
Out throuch a land befide a‘fee, 
I met a bairn upon the bent *, 


Methought him feemly for to fee, 


% Midernized way, though again the rime. 


very many of the paffages feem to ftend in their original form, 
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late as the reign of Queen Elizabeth we find the fols 
lowing lines in a court poet : 


Princes puff’d; barons bluftered; lords began lowr, 
Knights ftorm’d; {quires ftartled, like fteeds ina flowr 3 


Pages and yeomen yelled out in the hall *, 
re = 


And William Dunbar, the chief of the old Scotifh 
poets, begins a copy of verfes to the King thus, 


Sanct Salvator fend filver forrow +. 


T afked him wholly his intent ; 
Good Sir, if your will be, 
Since that ye bide upon the bent, 
Some uncouth tidings. tel! you me 
When fhall all thefe wars be gone? 
That leil men may live in lee; 

Or when thal! Fafehude go from home; 
And Lawtie blow his horn on hie? 

T looked from me not a mile, 


And faw twa kniphis upon a lee, &c, 
o f ’ 


Limegine, however, they are all the compofures of ore hand ¢ 
and, if I may ufe a conjeéture, were written immediately after the 
vifions of Pierce Plowman, every Engltifh poem of note in thofe 


deys being foon fucceeded by an imitation in Scotland, 


% King Ryence’s Challenge, in the Reliques of Ancient Englith 
. Poetry. Vol. LIT. p. 27 


“je 


> 


} Bannatyns’s Scottifh Poems, p. 69 
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ill, But the greateft affiftance that could be found to 
the tradition of poetry was derived from the invention 
of rime; which is far more ancient than is commonly 
believed. One of the moft learned men this age has 
produced *; has fhewn that it is common in Scripture. 
All the.Pfalms confift of riming verfes, and many other 
paffages which he narnes. ‘They were ujed among the 
Greeks fo early as the time of Gorgias the Sicilian, 
who taught the Athenians this practice. And though 
the {pirit of the Greek and Latin languages did not 
always admit of them in poetry, yet they were ufed.as 
_occafional beauties by their moft celebrated writerss 
Homer, Hefied, and Virgil, have a few, though ap- 
parently more from chance than defign. The ancient 
Saturnine verfes wete all rimes, as an old commentator + 
informs us. And it is more than probable they were 
fo conftructed merely that the memory might the more 
eafily preferve them, their licence forbidding their 
being committed to writing. Thofe who would with to 
know more particularly the univerfality of this mode 
of verfifying among the other ancient nations, may 
comnfult the Huetiana of the moft learned and refpect- 
able Bifhop of Avranches {. ‘The Eaftern poetry con- 
fifts altogether, if I miftake not, of riming lines, as 
may be obferved in the {pecimens of Hafiz their mof 

* Le Clerc, Biolioth. Univerfelle, tom, IX. 

+ Servius ad Georg. II, ver. 336. 
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illuitrious writer, lately publifhed *. It appears, how- 
ever, that alliteration fupplied the place of rime with 
the Northern nations till within a recent period ie 
Offian’s poetry, I fuppofe, is in ftanzas fomething like 


our ballad meafure; though it were to be wifhed the 
I 


tranilator had favoured us with fome information 
on this head evidenced by fpecimens of the original. 


He indeed acquaints us that ‘* Bach verfe was fo con- 


** nected with thofe which preceded, or followed it, 
** that if one line had been remembered in a ftanza, it 
*“ was almoft impoffible to forget the reft t :” but this 


ftands greatly in need of explanation. 

The common ballad ftanza is fo fimple, that it has 
been ufed by moft nations as the firft mode of con- 
Rructing rimess ‘The Spamfh romanzes bear a great 
refemblance in this, as in other refpects, to the Scotith 
Ballads. In both, every alternate line ends with fimilar 
vowels, though the confonants are not fo ftrictly -at- 


tended to. As for inftance, in the former we have 
bana, pada; mala, palabra; vega, cueva; rompan, vole 


canos; for rimes: and in the later, middle, girdle; keeg, 


bleed; Buleighan, tak bim; &c. Vhe Englifh, even in 


the ruder pieces of their firft minftrels, feem to have 
* Tones, Comment. Poefeos Afiatice—Richardfon’s Specimen of 
Perfian Poetry. 
F Ol. Worm. Lir. Run. p. 166 & 17 


; Differt. on the Era of Off iy Pe 228, ed, 17736 
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paid more attention to the correfpondence of their con- 
fonants, as may be obferved in the curious Collection 


publifhed by Dr. Percy: 


As the fimplicity of this ftanza rendered it eafy to 
the compoter, and likewife more natural to exprefs the 
patlions, fo it added to the facility of recolleGtion. It’s 
tohe is fedate and flow. The rimes occur feldom, and 
at equal diftances: though when a more violent paffion 
is to be painted, by doubling the rimes, they at once 
exprefled the mind better, and diverfified the harmony. 
Of this the reader will obferve many inftances in this 

- Collection, as, Here maun I lie, bere maun I die: Like 
beacon bricht at deid of nicht: Na river heir, my dame 
deir: &c. and, to give a very folemn movement to the 
cadence, they fometimes tripled the rime, an inftance 
of which may be obferved in the firft ftanza of Child 
Maurice. 


When all the circumftances here hinted at’ are confi 
dered, we fhall be lef’ apt to wonder, that, by the 
concurrence of mufical air, retentive ‘arts in the com-' 
pofition, and chiefly of rime, the moft noble produc- 
tions of former periods have been preferved in the me- 
mory of a fucceflion of admirers, and have had the 
good fortune to arrive at our times pure and uneors 
rupted. 


DIS 5.E RT A Cee 


ON THE TRAGIC BALLAD. 


HAT fpecies of poetry which we denominate 

Ballad, is peculiar to a barbarous period. In 
an advanced ftate of arts, the Comic Ballad affumes the 
form of the Song or Sonnet, and the Tragic or Heroic 
Ballad that of the higher Ode. 


The caufe of our pleafure in feeing a mournful event 
reprefented, or hearing it defcribed, has been attempted 
to be expiained by many critics *, It feems to arife 
from the mingled paffions of Admiration of the art of 
the author; Curiofity to attend the termination, De- 
light arifing from a reflection on our own fecurity, and 
the Sympathetic Spirit. 


* Ariftotle, Scaliger, Dubos, Trapp in his Preleétions, Hume, 
Effay on Tragedy ; but, above ally Mr, Burke in his Enquiry into 
the Sublime and Beautiful. 


In 
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In giving this pleafure, perhaps the Tragic Ballad 
yields to no effort of human genius. When we perufe 
a polifhed Tragedy or Ode, we admire the art of the 
author, and are led to praife the invention ; but when 
we read an unartful defcription of a melancholy event, 
our paflions are more intenfely moved. ‘The laboured 
productions of the informed compofer refemble a Greek 
or Roman temple; when we enter it, we admire the 
art of the builder. The rude effufions of the Gothic 
Mule are like the monuments of their Architecture. 
We are filled with a religious reverence, and, forgetting 

. our praife of the.contriver, adore the prefent deity. 


I believe no Tragic Ballad of renowned Antiquity 
has reached our times, if we deny the beautiful and 
pathetic CARMEN DE aTY in Catullus a title to this 
clafs; which, as a modern critic of note has obferved *, 
feems a tranflation from fome Greek Dithyrambic +, 
far more ancient than the times of that- poet. His 
tranflation of Sappho’s Ode might fhew that he took a 
delight in the ancient Greek compolitions, from which 
indeed he feems to have derived in a great meafure his 
peculiarly delicate vein. 

* Effay on the writings and genius of Pope, p. 324. 3d ed. 

4; The Dithyrambics were Heroic Songs, written with the higheft 
glow of poetic fancy in honour of the ancient deities. Ariftotte 
informs us, that the Greek Tragedy originated from them; as 


their Comedy did from their Paftoral Love Songs. 


G2 But 
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But it was with the nations in a ftate of barbarity 
that this effufion of the heart flourifhed as in it’s pro- 
per foil; their focieties, rude and irregular, were full of 
viciffitudes, and every hour fubjeét to the moft dreadful 
accidents. The Minftrels, who only knew, and were 
infpired by the prefent manners, caught the tale of 
mortality, and recorded it for the inftruction and en- 
tertainment of others. It pleafed by moving the paf- 
fions, and, at the fame time, afforded caution to their 
auditors to guard againft fimilar mif-adventures. 

{t is amutfing to obferve how expreffive the poetry of 
every country is of its real manners. That of the 
Northern nations is ferocious to the higheft degree. 
Nor need we wonder that thofe, whofe laws obliged 
them to decide the moft trifling debate with the 
tword *, delighted in a vein of poetry, which only 
painted deeds of blood, and objeéts horrible to the 
imagination. ...The ballad poetry of the Spaniards is 
tinged with the romantic gallantry of the nation. The 
hero is all complaifance ; and takes off his helmet in 
the heat of combat, when he thinks on his miftre{s, 
That of the Englifh is generous and brave. In their 
moft noble ballad, Percy laments over the death of hia 


* Frotho etiam III. Danorum rex, quemadmodum Saxo, lib, V. 
refert, de qualibet controverfia ferre decerni fanxit: {peciofius vie 
ribus quam@ verbis, confligendum exiftimans. S¢bedius de diis Ger. 
Syng. 11, o. 46. 


mortal 
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mortal foe. “That of the Scots is perhaps, like the face 
of their country, more various than the reft. We find 
in it the bravery of the Englifh, the gallantry of the 
Spanifh, and I am afraid in fome initances the ferocity 
of the Northern. 


A late writer * has remarked, that, ‘* the Scottifh 
‘¢ tunes, whether melancholy or gay, whether amorous, 
«¢ martial, or paftoral, are in a ftyle highly original, 
¢¢ and mott feelingly expreffive of all the paflions from 
¢s the fweeteft to the moft terrible.” He proceeds, 
¢¢ Who was it that threw out thofe dreadful wild ex- 

¢¢ preffions of diftraction and melancholy in Lady Cul- 
& 70/;’s Dream? an old compofition, now I am afraid 
¢¢ loft, perhaps becaufe it was almoft too terrible for 
<¢ the ear.” 

This compofition is neither loft, nor is it too terri- 
ble for the ear. On the contrary, a child might hear 
it repeated in a winter night without the {fmalleft emo- 
tion. A copy + of it now lies before me, and as fome 

curiofity 


% Mifcellanies by John Armftrong, M.D. vol. IL, p. 254 

+ It is intituled, ** A Godly Dream compiled by Elizabeth 
6 Melvil, Lady Culrofs younger, at the requeft of a friend.” 
Edinburgh, 1737, 12mo. p. 20. It is either reprinted from fome 
former edition, or from a MS. It was written, I conjeéture, about 
the end of the Sixteenth Century; but in this edition I fufpeét feve- 
ral expreflions are modernized and altered to accommodate it to the 


@ommon capacity. 
C3 The 
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curiofity may have been raifed by the above remark, I 

fhall here give aa account of it. The dreadful and 

melancholy of this production are folely of the religious 

| kind, and may have been deeply affecting to the enthu- 

| fiaftic at the period in which it was written; It begins 
thus ; 


Upon a day as I did mourn full fore, 

For fundry things wherewith my foul was grieved, 
My grief increafed, and grew more and more, 

I comfort fled, and could not be relieved ; 

With heavinefs my heart was fore mifchieved, 

I loathed my life, I could not eat nor drink, 

I might not fpeak, nor leok to none that lived, 
But mufed alone, and diverfe things did think. 


This wretched world did fo moleft my mind, 
{ thought upon this falfe and iron age, 

And how our hearts are fo to viee inclined, 
That Satan feems moit fearfully to rage, 
Nothing on earth my forrow could afwage, 

I felt my fin fo ftrongly to increafe ; 

1 grieved the fpirit was wont to be my pledge ; 

My foul was plunged into moft deep diftrefs. 

The lady Colrofs herve meant was Elizabeth daughter of Sig 


fames Melvil of Halhill, and wife of John Colvil Commendator of 
Culrofs. She is believed to have been the mother of Samuel 


Colvil the fatyrical poet, author of the Scots Hudibras, &c. 


Fler 
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Her Saviour is then fuppofed to appear in a dream, 
and lead her through many hairebreadth fcapes into 
Heaven: 


Through dreadful dens, which made my heart aghaff, 
He bare me up when I began to tire ; 

Sometimes we clamb oer cragie mountains high ; 
And fometimes ftayed on ugly brags of fand, 

They were fo ftay that wonder was to {ee ; 

But when I feared, he held me by the hand.—= 
Through great deferts we wandered on our way.—= 
Forward we paft on narrow bridge of tree, 

Oer waters great which hideoufly didroar, &. 


The moft terrible paffage to a fuperftitious ear, is 
that.in which fhe fuppofes herfelf fufpended ever th¢ 
Gulph of Perdition; 


? Ere I was ware, one gripped me at laft, 
And held me high above a flaming fire. 
The fire was great, the heat did pierce me fore, 
My faith grew weak, my grip was very {mall. 
I trembled faft, my fear grew more and more. 
My hands did fhake that I held him withall, 
At length they loofed, then I began to fall, &c. 
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At length fhe arrives in view of the Heavenly mans 
fons in a ftanza, which, to alter a little her own ex- 
preflton, * Glifters with tinfl,’. 


I looked up unto that caftle fair 

Gliftering with gold ; and fhining filver bright 
The ftately towers did mount above the air; 
They blinded me they caft fo great a light, 
My heart was glad to fee that joytul fight, 
My voyage then I thought it not in vain, 

I him befought to guide me there aright, 
With many vows never to tire again. 


And the whole concludes with an exhortation to 2 
aan ios Pe eS 
pious life. 


But what has the Chriftian religion to do with poetry? 
In the true poetie terrible, I-believe, fome paflages in 
Hardyknute yield to no, attempt of a ftrong and dark 
fancy. The Ballad ftyled Edward may, I fear, be ra- 
ther adduced as an evidence that this difpleafes, whey 
it rifes to a degree of the horrible, which that fingular 
piece certainly partakes of. 

The Pathetic is the other principal walk of the 
Tragic Mufe: and in this the Scotifh Ballads yield 
to no compolitions whatever, What can be imagined 
more moving than the cataftrophes of Offian’s Dar- 
thula, the moft pathetic of all poems? or of Hardyk- 
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nute, Child Maurice, and indeed moft of the pieces 
now collected? Were ever the feelings of a fond mother 
expreffed in a language equal in fimplicity and pathos to 
that of lady Bothwell?—This leads me to remark, that 
the dialect in which the Scotifh Ballads are written 
_ gives them a great advantage in point of touching the 
paffions. Their language is rough and unpolifhed, and 
feems to flow immediately from the heart *, We meet 
with no concettos or far-fetched thoughts in them, 
They poffefs the pathetic power in the higheft degree, 
becaufe they do not affect it; and are firiking, becaute 
they do not meditate to ftrike. 


Moft of the compolitions now offered to the public, 
have already received approbation. The mutilated 
Fragment of Hardyknute formerly in print, was ad- 
mired and celebrated by the beft critics. As it is now, 
T am inclined to think, given in it’s original perfection, 


it is certainly the moft noble production in this ftyle 


that ever appeared in the world. The manners and 
characters are ftrongly marked, and well preferved ; 
the incidents deeply interefling; and the cataitrophe 
new and afleGting. I am indebted for moft of the 
ftanzas, now recovered, to the memory of a lady in 


Lanarkfhire. 
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Dionyf, Hal. 
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A modern lyric poet of the firft clafs * hag prox 


nounced Child Maurice a Divine Ballad. ** Ariftotle’s 
** Beit rules,” fays he, ** are obferved in it in a mans 
“* svey that thews the author had never read Ariftotle.” 
imaeed if any one will perufe Ariftotle’s Art of Poetry 
wth Dacier’s Elucidations, and afterwards compare 
their moit approved rules with this fimple Ballad, he 
will find that they are better iluttrated by this rude 
efort of the Gothic Mufe, than by the moft exquilfite 
Tragedy of ancient or modern times. The Oedipus 
‘Tyrannus of Sophocles, the Athalie of Racine, the 
Merope of ee and even the very excellent Drama, 
which feems unmediately founded on it, not excepted ; 
there being many delicate ftrokes in this original, which 
the plot adopted by that author forbade his making 
proper ufe of. This does honour at once to the un- 
kr own compofer of this Ballad, and to the firtt of cri+ 
tics. In the former the reader will admire a genius, 
that, probably untracked by erudition, could produce 
z ars y correlponding to the intricate though natural 
rules of the Greek author. To the latter will be 
seadily confirmed the applaufe of an ancient +, that, 


he was the fecretary of Nature, and his pen was ever 


eipped in good fenfe. 


* Mr. Gray. See his Letters publified by Mr. Mafon. Se&. IV, 
bet. XV. 


a 


Thele, 


DISSERTATION IL °° xiii 

Thefe, andthe other monuments of ancient Scotifh 
Poetry, which have already appeared, are in this edi- 
tion given much more correct; and a few are now firit 
publithed from tradition. The Editor imagined they 
poffeffed fome fmall beauties, elfe they would not have 
‘been added to this Selection. Their feeming antiquity 
was only regarded as it enhanced their real graces. 


MDCCLXXVI*, ei 


* Thefe Differtations, &c. were written of this date, but flight 
additions have been made to them from time to time; as the reader 


will obferve from references to books publithed fince that period. 


HAVING 


AVING in the Firft of the foregoing Differtations 

mentioned with applaufe the Spanifh Ballads, 
er Romanzes, contained in the Hisrorra DE Las 
Guerras CiviLes DE GRANADA, and that book 
being feldom to be met with, and written in a language 
_of no wide ftudy, the Editor has been induced to give 
a few tranflations from that work; the two which Dr. 
Percy has publifhed having rather excited than_gra- 
tified curiofity. 

Before producing thefe tranflations, it may be pro- 
per to give fome fhort account of the work whence 
they are taken. The Hiftory of the Civil Wars of 
Granada is a well-written narration of thofe diffentions 
which tore that kingdom in pieces, for fome years be- 
fore the period that Ferdinand and Ifabella, king and 
‘queen of Chriftian Spain, conquered it, down to the 
time of conqueft. ‘The chief fources of thofe diffen- 
tions were the two great Vandos, or factions, of the 
Zegris and the Abencerrages ; whofe exploits and ad- 
ventures, with thofe of their adherents, are here dif- 
played with a minute detail that favours very flrongly 
of romance, though the great outlines of the.work are 
evidently founded on hiftorical truth ; which, if the 
reader 
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reader pleafes, is indeed’ on ily another name for a cer- 
tain {pecies of romance. 

This Hiftory, as we learn. from the work itfelf to- 
wards the clofe, is a tranflation from the Arabic of an 
anonymous Moor, who fled to Africa with many of his 
countrymen, when Granada was yielded to the arms of 
Ferdinand. His grandfon, by name Argutaafa, found this 
work among his grandfather’s papers, and prefented it to 
a Jew, called Rabbi Santo, who tranflated it into'He- 
brew ; and gave the Arabic Original to Don Rodrigo 
Ponce de Leon, Conde de Baylen. That lord being 
interefted by it, as his anceftors had beem concerned 
in.the wars there related, ordered the Jew to tranflate 
it into. Caftillan Spanith; and afterwards gave the 
tranflation to the Spanith editor, whofe name from the 
firft edition, Barcelona printed by Seb, Matevad, 1610, 
appears to be Ginez Perez. 

On almoit every occafion the author, produces fome 
romanze, as the voucher of his incidents, tranflations 
ef a few of which fhall now be produced. It mutt, 
however, be premifed, that the firft tranflation is 
merely meant to convey to the reader an idea of the 
verfe in which mof of the originals are written; for 
which purpofe one of the feebleft was chofen, as, had 
ftrength of thought or incident been attempted. in. this 
way, the {pirit would have totally evaporated in the 
midft of attention to the double rimes, of which the 
Englith language is remarkably penurious. 
ROMANZE 


ROMANZE 


I. 


T the pleafant dawn of morning, 


Moorifh knights im numbers fally, 


To maintain a folemn turney 
In Granada’s verdant valley. 


Il. 
Jufting they wheel their fleet horfes ; 
On his lance each warrior fteady 
Bears a rich and beauteous penon, 


Wrought with art by his fair lady. 


1il. 
The bright fun they dazzle, fhewing 
Jupes of filk and golden tiffue : 
Each young hero hopes to foften 
His proud dame by that day’s iffue. 


TV. 
From the towers of proud Alhambra * 
Moorifh ladies view the trial ; 
And among them two the fairet 
Of the court without denial, 


* The celebrated palace of the Woorifa kings 


@ 


V. Fatima 
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V. 
Fatima they and Xarifa 
Love on both has play’d his, quiver ¢ 
Thee, Xarifa, O that Alla 
Would from jealoufy deliver ! 


VI. 
Tho friends they, for this has filence 
O’er them fpread his fullen pinion. 
Fatima the heart has ftolen 
Of Xarifa’s faithlefs minion. 


VII. 
Abendarrez call the rover ; 
Guiltlefs fhe of his defection ; 
For of Fatima’s firm paffion 
Abenamar was th’ ele¢étion. 


VII. 

Spoke at length the wrong’d Xarifa, 
As with fcorn her rage to cover ; 
For fhe thought her friend with favour 
Heard the fuit of her falfe lover. 


IX. 
€ Love cannot be hid, my fifter, 
* But himielf he ftill difclofes ; 
‘ Of thy tongue where is the prattle? 
* Of thy cheeks where are the rofes? 


X. ¢ Thou 
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® di 
® Thou art not in love, I know it! 
* See the caufe of thy condition ; 
‘ Thy knight, Abendarrez, tilting, 
* Hopes the prize with fond ambition. 


XI. 
Beauteous Fatima her filence 
In wife an{wer thus has broken: 
* Never yet did Love, Xarifa, 
‘ Of my heart receive a token. 


XI. 
‘ If my {peech and colour leave me 
‘ It is not without.a reafon ; 
* Short time fince my gracious father 
‘ Died by Alabez’s treafon. 


XIII. 
* And if ever Love, my fifter, 
‘ To his law could bring me over, 
* Abendarrez fhould not win me, 
‘From thy charms a cruel rover.’ 


XIV. 
Thus the Moorifh dames have fpoken ; 
Then in filence clos’d their prattle, 
To remark each gallant chieftain 
Who maintain’d the fees battle. 


ROMANZE 


ROMANZE 


I, 
HEN valiant Ferdinand beheld 
Granada to his prowefs yield; 
And o’er Alhambra’s higheft tower 
The banner fly of Chriftian power ;. 


II. 
Thus to:the flower of Spanifh ground, 
His peers and loyal leaders round, 
The mandates of his mighty breaft, 
The monarch in his pride addrefs’d. 


TI, 
‘ Who when the morning {prings, will go 
© Our chief againft the mountain foe ; 
* And {fpread our princely enfign tall 
* O’er Alpuxarra’s rebel wall * ? 


* When Ferdinand was occupied with the acguifition of 
Granada, Alpuxarra, and fome other Moors towns newly 
conquered, took the opportunity to revolt. 


IV. In 
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IV. 
Ini filence every troubled peer 
Read in each other’s face his fear ¢ 
The journey full of perils great 
They knew, and doubtful the retreat. 


V. 
Each tremulous beard in terror fhook, 


Till from his feat, with frowning look, 
Alorifo de Aguilar {prung 
And thus befpoke with fearlefs tongue. 


VI. 
* Oking, for me is this emprize, 
* And fhame or praife that thence may rife g 
* The queen her fovereign promife gave 
‘ No other the bright claim fhould have. 


VH. 
With joy the king the valiant heard. 
Soon as the morrow’s dawn appear’d, 
Alonfo with his eager van 
To climb Nevada’s heights began. 


VI. 
Five hundred horfe to battle bred, 
A thoufand infantry he led ; 
The Moors in filent ambuth lay. 
In crowds to guard the rocky way. 
dz 
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IX. 
Amid the pathlefs cliffs the cry 
yt Of conflict echoes to the fky: 
The cavalry no footing gain, 
But fall by ftony fragments flain. 


4 
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Where countielfs Moors their ranks affail.. 


XI 
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Tho bleed around whole bands of foes, 

Yet who fuch numbers may oppofe ? 

| Ihe chief at length beheld his hoft, 
1 


= ae aE: igor See Ned Vance te eed To | ¢ 
In one unbounded fiaughter loft. 
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Tho left alone, the lion-knight 
Declines not the unequal fight ; 
Where’er he turns his eyes of fire, 


As ftruck by lightning crowds expire. 
y o So 


a XIII. 

ie Frefh Moors poffefs the bloody field ; 
hi No longer {trong his {word to wield, 
The victim of a thoufand wounds, 

The fhade of death the chief furrounds. 
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XIV. 
Tho bravely dead, each coward Moor 
With caitiff lance his body tore; 
Then to Ogixar they him brought; 
Where all to fee the warrior fought. 


XV. 
Each Moor and Moorifh dame with joy 
Saw him, who wont their hopes deftroy, 
No more exert his matchlefs force, 
But harmlefs ly a bleeding corfe, 


XVI. 
A Chriftian captive of the crowd 
Yet mov’d their tears with outcry loud: 
For fhe had nurs’d him at her breaft, 
And in the cradle footh’d his reft. 


XVII. 
¢ Alonfo, Oh Alonfo brave ! 
‘ May heaven thy generous fpirit have! 
* The Moors of Alpuxara flew 


* The braveft knight that fame e’er knew.’ 
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R O°M A Nude 


F. 
IGHT to eight, and ten to ten, 
~ Knights of valour and renown, 
Turney in Toledo fair 
The glad day of peace to crown, 


II, 
An high feftival the king 
Gives his pleafure to evince ; 
Concord reigns between his brother 
And Granada’s warlike prince, 


IIT. 

Others fay the feaft is given 
Zelindaxa bright to pleafe ; 
Mittrels of the king’s affection, 


She ordains him pain or eafe. 
V 
Ne The Zarrazins and Aliatores, 


‘Fhere in gallant union ride; 


Le | 


The Alarifés and Azarqués 
Them oppofe with equal pride, 
a be 


ROMANZE II. 


V. 
The Zarrazins, a noble band, 
On forrel horfes there were feen ; 
‘Their mantles and their jupes diftinguitfh’d 
By the orange hue and green. 


we ont 

On their fhields a cimiter, ae 

Bent as Cupid’s bow, they wore; | 

And the words FUEGO Y SANGRE#*, 
As the chofen motto bore. 


VII. 
Equals in the gallant fhow 
Next the Aliatores fhone ; 
In carnation garbs array’d 
With white foliages beftrown, 


VIl- 
For device, upon the ftrength 
Of Atlas {tood a ftable heaven ; 
TTENDRELO HASTA QUE CANSE + 
For the motto there was givens 


* Fire and blood. i i us ie 
t He will fupport it till he is weary. 
d 4 


1 Tine 
Le siit crop i 
tamat Ninitiey” ve 


20 Aas 
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IX. 
Them enfued the Alarifés 
In moft coftly manner clad ; 
Their fleeves right curioufly were purfled 
On the yellow cloth and red. 


X 
A naked Hercules they gave, 
Who a favage montter tore ; 
And above FUERCAS VALEN * 
As the valiant word they wore. 


XI. 
Them the eight Azarqués follow’d, 
And in pride exceeded all ; 
Straw’s pale dye and brownifh gray 
Were their hues of feftival. | 


Dale 
On each chieftain’s verdant fhield 
Held two daring hands a fphere ; 
EN LO VERDE TODO CABE + 
As the words of honour were. 


* Strength is powerful. 


+ Inibe green every thing is comprebended. 


XIII, Among 
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XI. 
Among this band the king beheld 
The rival of his lady’s love, 
And jealoufy his cruel 
Tothoughts of utmoft fury drove. 


heart 


LV 
To Selin thus, high conftable, 
The fovereign {poke in frantic mood: 
¢ The 1un that dazzles now mine eyes, 
¢ Ere long I truit fhall fet in blood.’ 


XV. 
The graceful knight fo ftrongly threw * 
His rods, they vanifh’d ip the air 5 
Nor could the power of keeneft eye, 
Their progrefs or their fall declare. 


XVI. 
Each lady, from the windows high, 
Or {caffolds, that enjoy’d the fight, 
With anxious laoks of fond defire 
Bent forwards to behold the knight. 


* Tt was anciently the cuflom for the Spanifb gentry to amufe 
themfzlves while on horfeback with throwing fmall rods, or 
canes, into the air; on darting of which with fuch force and 


frill as to delude the eye, they much valued themfelves. 
7 XVI As Pit 4 
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XVII. 

As he advances or retires, 

May heaven thee fave!’ the vulgar cry ¢ 
While, burnt with jealoufy’s fierce flames, 

The king ftill aniwers, * Let him die!” 


- XVIII. 


Bold Zelinda Xa, fovereign fair, 
As near the ro yal tower he drew, 


Tho * Hold! hold! 


cried the angry king, 
Sprinkled the chief with fr agrant dew, 


XIX, 
The turney flop p’d: in filence d een, 
And expectation, flood the ring ; 
While, yiving reafon’s rein to rage, 
* Arreit the traitor!’ cried the | king. 


XX. 
The two fir troops their lances feize 
The princely mandate to fulf ill. 
Alas! what barrier can be fet 


Againit an amorous monarch’s will ! 


XXI, 
The other two defence ie d, 
Fad not the Azar qué to them faid, 
* Friends, tho the king’s " 


ve has no laws, 
* Remember laws fo 


oY your’s were hae 


XXII. * Lower 
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XXII. 
€ Lower your lances, tho my foes 
‘ Ye eager fee my blood to {pill, 
§ Alas, what barrier can be fet 
¢ Againft an amorous monarch’s will ! 


B@.8 PEE 
‘They took thenoble Moor. His friends 
Drop’d tears of rage his fate to fee. 
In wild diforder rufh’d the croud, 
By force the captive knight to free, 


ELV 
They had no chief to guide their ire, 
And fled before fuperior fkill. 
Alas, what barrier can be fet, 
. Againtt an amorous monarch’s will! 


XXV. 
Fair Zelindaxa cried aloud, 


‘Reicue, ye Moors, your warrior brave !” 
5 » y 


And rofe as if fhe meant to leap 


From the high tower her knight to fave, 


XXVI. 
Her mother her embrac’d, and cried, 
‘ Ah, are you mad yourfelf to kill! 
¢-Alas, what barrier can be fet 
* Againit an amorous monarch’s will !” 
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XXVII. 
i The furious king a meflage fent 
Y The mournful damfel to convey 
To alone manfion of her friends, 
In lafting durance there to ftay. 


| XXVIII. 
* Tell him,’ fhe faid, ‘ where’er I go, 
| ‘ My firm love fhall attend me ftill, 
¢ Alas, what barrier can be fet 
* Againit an amorous monarch’s will !? 
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I. 
LONG San Lucar’s ample iquare 

aN See gallant Gazul ride ; 
In fnowey hue array’d, and green, 

And purple’s radiant pride. 
To Gelves he deligns to go, 

His valiant {kill to try ; 
In turnament with many a knight 

Of high renown to vie. 


Li 
The chief a noble dame adores ; 
Of her farewell to take, 

A thoufand anxious turns before 
Yon manfion fee him make. 
Lo, from the balcony at length, 
The lovely maid inclines, 
As o’er a diftant hill the morn, 

In rofy radiance fhines. 


* This ballad is compofed of three different ones on the fame 
Subje& 5 the firft beginning, Por la placa de San Lucar; the 
Jecand, Sale la eftrella de Venus; and she third, No de tal 
braveza Ileno, 


Ill, Swift 


OSes 
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Il. 


Swift from his fteed the warrior lights, 
And kneels upon the ground, 


As {truck with awe: fuch power has love 


The valiant to confound. 


*O fair,’ he cries with trembling voice, 


‘ This day mutt fame be mine; 


* What chance can hurt me now that I 


“ Have feen thy charms divine ? 


I V. 


* Yet of thy favour I befeech 
* Some badge to bear along *; 
‘ That, with it grae’d, my haughty lance 
* May as my love be ftrong.’ 
In jealous rage the maid replied, 
For then full well fhe knew 
That Zaida, his firft defire, 
An elder duty drew, 


Vv; 


* If in the combat thy fuccefs 
* My heart’s defire may crown; 

* No more, falfe knight, fhalt thou returti, 
“ But life lofe, and renown. 


/ 
/ 


* It was the cuftom for ladies to prefent their lovers with 
the penon or freamer they were to wear on their lance in com- 


bat or turney. 


The penon. was commonl richly inwwoven 
f y 2 


with the lady's cypher. See Stanza XIII, 


5 


a inal. Panam, = hae 


®To 


* To God I fpeak my eager wifh, hae 
* Sincere as thou doft lye, i | | 

€ That in the fight by fecret foes 
¢ Jenobly thou maytt die. 


Vi. 
* © may thy enemies be ftrong! 
‘Thy friends all daftards prove! 
«© be thou dead, as is thy fame, 
-* And not even pity move !” 
The leader thinks fhe {peaks in jett, 
And thus in hatte replies ; 
¢ The Moor who would.us fet at ftrife, 
* Believe me, lady, lies. 


VII.: 


* May all thy curfes on him light 
‘ My foul muft now abhor 
‘ 'Fhat Zaida; tho wont, I own, 
Her beauty to adore. 
* After long years of fervice, fhe 
“ For a bafe Moor me left —’ 
Phe fair retired, nor more would hear, 
Of patience quite bereft, 


VIE. A 
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A page appear’d, and gallant fteeds 
Him brought in rich array : 

* Return,’ the frantic warrior cried, 
‘ We try no arms this day.’ 


In frenzy then againit the wall 


ae 


hat hid his fair from view, 
tilted, that his fpear 


pale | 
It 
und {plinters flew. 


IX, 


in anguifh now he paus’d a while 
Now rode in furious mood, 
Till madnefs fired his inmoft foul, 
a And prompted deeds of blood. 
His wandering way to Xerez far 
Along the fhore he held ; 
Where with her fire his former love, 


Falfe Zaida, now dwell’d. 


xX. 


The ftar of eve with golden light 


Iilumed the weftern wave, 
My When near to Xerez Gazul drew, 
As Rodamonte brave. 


RON AING Z i A1V. 


Not he, that king of Argel high, 
When for his fair he {trove 

With Mandricardo, ftood in praife 
Young Gazul’s name above. 


XI. 
Now near her manfion, with frefh rage 
His dauntlefs bofom burn’d ; 
And thus he {poke, while plaintive waves 
And rocks the found return’d. 
¢O Zaida, more faithlefs far 
‘ Than that inconftant fea ; 
¢ Not half fo favage are thefe rocks, 
‘ Not halffo hard as thee ! 


Lee 
¢ How can’ft thou give thy youthful hand 
* To him thy fuitor old; 
¢ And leave the riches of the mind 
* For fordid wealth of gold ? 
‘Oh, may ev’n he, thy fuitor old, 
¢ Thy falfhood learn to fcorn! 
* May never love thy anxious nights, 
‘ Nor joy thy days adorn,: 


2 
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XII, 
¢ At zambra*, nor at feftival, 


¢ May never knight appear, 


& 


bt Thy cypher on embroider’d fleeve, 
| ‘ Or filken badge to bear. 


Sa) 


May jealoufy ev’n of his age 
‘ Thy peace ftill violate. 


a 


May he live long! Thy fierceft foe 
My ‘Can wifh no worfe a fate.’ 


XIV, 
Thus'as he fpoke the gradual night 
Defcended all around ; 
And, as he near the manfion drew, 
Of mirth he heard the found. 
Sudden before a rufhing croud 
The doors were epen thrown ; 
And thro’ the gloom in bright array 
A thoufand torches fhone, | 


XV. 
In midit the future hufband held 
Young Zaida’s falfe hand. 


To church they went, where ftood the prieft 
To fix the facred band, 


* A more/que dance. 
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This cruel fight when Gazul faw, 
His madnefs found new flame ; 

A while he refted, till at hand 
The brilliant troop now came, 


XVI. 
Then fpurr’d his fteed into the midit, 
And thus his lady’s choice 
Addrefs’d, while all in fudden fear 
Stood trembling at his yoice, 
- € Hope not, bafe traitor, to enjoy 
* This lady, once my love ; 
‘ Defend thyfelf if-e’er thy arm 
* Could skill or valour prove, 


XVII. 


He fpoke. They fought. The aged Moor 
Lay dead upon the ground. 
Swift to revenge his wretched fall, 
His numerous friends drew round, 
Againit their force the warrior ftood 
With more than mortal might : 
Then, flow retreating, refuge found 
Amid the fhades of night, 


LA PLUPART DE CES CHANSONS SONT DE VIEILLES 


ROMANCES DONT LES AIRS NE SONT PAS PIQUANS$ 


MAIS ILS ONT JE NE SAIS QUOI D ANTIQUE ET DE 


BHDOUX QUI TOUCHE A LA LONGUE, 


RoussEAv. 


AON SHOE ReOlt CB Ay Leta AzD, 


PEA Re wale 


TATELY ftept he eaft the ha, 
And ftately ftept he weft ; 

Full feventy yeirs he now had fene, 
With fcerce fevin yeirs of reft. 

He livit whan Britons breach of faith 
Wrocht Scotland meikle wae, 

And ay his fword tauld to their coft 
He was their deidly fae. 


Hie on a hill his caftle ftude, 
With halls and touris a hicht, 
And gudely chambers fair to fee, 
Whar he lodgit mony a knicht. 
His dame fa peirles anes, and fair, 
For chafte, and bewtie, fene, 
Na marrow had in a the land, 
Save Emergard the quene. 


B 
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Full thirtein fons to him fhe bare, 
Mi All men of valour ftout, 
fi, In bluidy ficht, with fwordin hand, 
| Nyne loft their lives bot doubt ; 20 
| Four yit remaind; lang mote they live 

To ftand by liege and.land : 
Hie was their fame, hie was their micht, 


1 And hie was their command. 


Greit luve they bare to Fairly fatr, 25 
Their fifter faft and der, 
er irdle he 7 he + 7K ]  ae7% 
Her girdle fhawd her middle jimp, 
And gowdin glift her hair. 
What waefou wae her bewtie bred! 
Waefou to young and auld, jo 
F Waefou I trow to kyth and kin, 
As ftory ever tauld. 
The king of Norfe, in fummer tide, 
-Puft up with pouir and micht, 
Landed in fair Scotland the yle, 35, 
Wi mony a hardie knicht. 
ii The tidings to our gude Scots king 


a ie eget 
ama aca hea tara ches 
Came as ne iat at G Yne 


ESS RE, GI LE ees 
With noble chiefs. in braive aray, 


Vy Drinking the bluid red wyne. 4a 


“6 To horfe, to horfe, my royal liege! 
¢¢ Your faes ftand on the ftrand ; 

¢¢ Full twenty thoufand glittering {peirs 
‘¢ The cheifs of Norfe command, 

« Bring me my fteid Mage dapple gray.” 
Our gude king raife and cryd: 

A truftier beift in all the land, 
A Seots king nevir feyd. 


8 Gae, little page, tell Hardyknute, 
‘6 Wha lives on hill fa hie, 
‘¢ To draw his fword, the dreid of faes, 
«¢ And hafte and follow me.” 
The little page flew fwift as dart, 
Flung by his mafter’s arm; 
¢ Cum down, cum down, lord Hardyknute, 
¢ And red your king frae harm.’ 


Then reid, reid grew his dark-brownecheiks 
Sae did his dark-brown brow ; 
His luiks grew kene, as they were wont 
In danger grit to do, 
He has tane a horn as grene as grafs, 
And gien five founds fa fhrill, 
That tries in grene wode fhuke thereat, 
Sae loud rang ilka hill. 
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His fons in manly fport and glie 65 
a Had paft the fummer’s morn ; 
1) Whan lo! down in a graffy dale, 
They heard their father’s horn. 
¢ That horn, quoth they, neir founds in peace, 
} ‘ We have other {port to bide ;’ 70 
And fune they hied them up the hill, 
i And fune were at his fide. 


«¢ Late, late yeftrene, I weind in peace | 
«¢ Toend my lengthend lyfe ; 


a 
~~ 


My age micht well excufe my arm a 
‘¢ Frae manly feats of ftryfe; & 
‘¢ But now that Norfe does proudly boaft 

*¢ Fair Scotland to enthral, 


a 


¢ 


It’s neir be faid of Hardyknute, 
*¢ He feird to fecht or fall. 80 


- 
on 


Robin of Rothfay bend thy bow, 


«¢ Thy arrows ihute fa leil, 
c 


eo 


That mony a comely countenance 
*¢ They’ve turn’d to deidly pale. 


ec 


ea i ¢ 


9) 
a 


Braive Thomas taike ye but your lance, 


*¢ Ye neid na weapons mair ; 
*¢ Gif ye techt wi’t, as ye did anes, 
** Gainft Weftmoreland’s ferce heir. 


¢¢ And Malcolm, Jicht of fute as ftag 
‘* That runs in foreft wilde, 

¢¢ Get me my thoufands thrie of men 
<¢ Weil bred to {word and fhield : 

¢¢ Bring me my horfe and harnifine, 
‘¢ My blade of metal clere.”’ 

If faes but kend the hand it bare, 
They fune had fled for feir. 


‘¢ Farewil my dame fae peirlefs gude,” 


And tuke her by the hand, 

‘¢ Fairer to me in age you feim 
‘¢ Than maids for bewtie famd: 

«¢ My youngeft fon fall here remain, 
“* To guard thefe ftately touirs, 

«¢ And fhute the filver bolt that keips 
‘« Sae faft your painted bowers.” 


And firft fhe wet her comely cheiks, 
And then her boddice grene ; 

The filken cords of twirtle twitt 
Were plet with filver fhene ; 

And apron fet with mony a dyce 
Of neidle-wark fae rare, 

Wove by nae hand, as ye may guefs, 
Save that of Fairly fair. 
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rio 
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And he has ridden our muir and mofs, 
i Our hills and mony a glen, 
| | When he cam to a wounded knicht, 11g 
i Making a heavy mane: 

* Here maun I lye, here maun I dye 

‘ By treacheries faufe.gyles ; 

* Witlefs I was that eir gave faith 

Te ‘ To wicked woman’s fmyles.’ 120 


*¢ Sir knicht, gin ye were in my bouir, 

Dr “¢ To lean on filken feat, 
i ** My lady’s kindlie care you’d pruve 

“¢ Wha neir kend deidly hate ; 122 
“ Hirfell wald watch ye all the day, 

‘¢ Hir maids at deid of nicht ; 
‘* And Fairly fair your heart would cheir, 

*¢ As fhe ftands in your ficht. 


“* Arife young knicht, and mount your fteid, 

“* Bricht lows the fhynand day ; 139 
** Chufe frae my menie wham ye pleife, 

“* To leid ye on the way.” 


ts Wi {mylefs luik, and vifage wan 


| The wounded knicht replyd, 
Nea © Rnd chictrain vaar . y - 
ih Kind chieftain your intent purfue, 135 
q © For heir I maun abide. 


« To me nae after day nor nicht 
¢ Can eir be fweit or fait ; 

¢ But fune benethe fuma draping trie, 
‘ Cauld dethe fall end my care.’ 

Still him to win ftrave Hardyknute, 
Nor ftrave he lang in vain 5 

Short pleiding eithly micht prevale, 
Him to his lure’to gain, 


¢ J will return wi {peid to bide, 
<¢ Your plaint and mend your wae: 
‘«< But private grudge maun neir be quelled, 
‘¢ Before our countries fae. 
‘¢ Mordac, thy eild may bet be fpaird 
«¢ The fields of ftryfe fraemang ; 
‘* Convey Sir knicht to my abode, 
«¢ And meife his egre pang.” 


Syne he has gane far hynd, out owr 
Lord Chattan’s land fae wyde ; 

That lord a worthy wicht was ay, 
Whan faes his courage feyd: 

Of Pictifh race, by mother’s fide : 
Whan Picts ruled Caledon, 

Lord Chattan claim’d the princely, maid 
When he fay’d Pictifh crown, 
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i) 
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Now with his ferce and ftalwart train 
1) He recht a rifing hicht, 
i Whar brad encampit on the dale, 
| Norfe army lay in ficht ; 
*¢ Yonder my valiant fons, full ferce 16¢ 
** Our raging rievers wait, 
*€ On the unconquerit Scottifh fwaird 
*¢ To try with us their fate. 


** Mak orifons to him that fav’d 
‘* Our fauls upon the rude ; 170 
** Syne braively fhaw your veins are filld : 
‘6 Wi Caledonian bluid.” : 
Then furth he drew his truftie glaive, 
While thoufands all around, 
Drawn frae their fheiths glane’d in the fun, 175 
And loud the bugils found. 


To join his king, adown the hill 
In hafte his march he made, 
+ : While playand pibrochs minftrals meit 
i Afore him ftately ftrade. 180 
¢ Thrife welcum, valiant ftoup of weir, 


Wy ‘ Thy nation’s fheild and pride, 
| ¢ Thy king na reafoun has to feir, 
* Whan thou art by his fide. 
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Whan bows were bent, anddarts were thrawn, 180 
For thrang fcerce cold they flie, 

The darts clave arrows as they met, 
Fir faes their dint mote drie. 

Lang did they rage, and fecht full ferce, | 
Wi little fkaith to man; 185 | 4 | 

But bluidy, bluidy was the feild a 
Or that lang day was done ! Atl 


The king of Scots that findle bruik’d 
The war that luik’d like play, 
Drew his braid fword, and brake his bow, 195 
Sen bows feim’d but delay. 
Quoth noble Rothfay, ¢ Mine I'll keep, 
¢ I wate it’s bleid a fcore.’ 
‘¢ Hafte up my merrie men,” cry’d the king, 
As he rade on before. 200 


The king of Norfe he focht to find, 
Wi him to menfe the faucht ; 
But on his forehead there did licht 

A fharp unfonfie fhaft : 
As he his hand pat up to feil 205 
The wound, an arrow kein, 
© waefu chance! there pind his hand Ca 
In midft atweene his eyne. iy 


T 8d 


‘ Revenge ! 
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* Revenge! revenge!’ eryd Rothfay’s heir, 
« Your mail-coat fall nocht bide 210 
‘ The ftrenth and fharpnefs of my dart,’ 
Whuilk fhared the reiver’s fide. 
Anither arrow weil he mark’d 
It pere’d his neck in-twa; 
| His hands then quat the filver reins, als 
He law as eard did fa, 
‘ Sair bleids my liege! Sair, fair he bleids! 
Again with micht he drew, 
And geiture dreid his fturdy bow ; 
Fait the braid arrow flew: 22@ 
Wa to the knicht he ettled at; 
Lament now quene Eloreid ; 
i Hire dames to wail your darling’s fall, 
‘ss His youth, and comely meid. 


* Tak aff, tak aff his coftly jupe,? 225 
(Ot gold well was it twin’d, 

Knit like the fowler’s net, throuch whilk 
His fteily harnes fhynd.) 


‘ Beir Norfe that gift frae me, and bid 


‘ Him venge the bluid it weirs ; 239 
* Say if he face my bended bow 


y 
E! “He ee nae weapon feirs,’ 


Proud 
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Proud Norfe with giant body tall, 
Braid fhoulder, and arms {trong 5 

Cryd, ¢ Whar is Hardyknute fae famd, 238 
¢ And feird at Britain’s throne? 

¢ Tho Britons tremble at his name, 
¢ I fune fall mak him wail, 

¢ That eir my fword was made fae fharp, | 
‘ Sae faft his coat of mail. 240 \ | i] 


That brag his ftout heart could na bide, Wea 
It lent him youthfu micht : et 
¢¢ ]’m Hardyknute. This day,” he cryed, 
‘¢ To Scotland’s king I hicht 
‘¢ To lay thee law as horfe’s hufe s 245 
‘¢ My word I mean to keip :” 
Syne with the firft dint eir he ftrake 
He gar’d his body bleid. 


Norfe ene like grey gofehauk ftaird wilde, 

He fich’d wi fhame and {pyte; 25° 
§ Difgrac’d is now my far famd arm 

‘ That left thee pouir to ftryke.’ | 
Syne gied his helm a blow fae fell, : 

It made him down to ftoup, # 
Sae law as he to ladies us’d, 25 
In courtly gyfe to lout. 
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Full fune he rais’d his bent body ; 

f Hi- bou he marveld fair, 
£en blaws till than on him but dar’d 

As touch of Fairly fair. 260 
Norfe ferlied too as fair as he, 

Yo fee his ftately luik ; . 
Sae fune as eir he flrake a fae, 

Sae fune his lyfe he tuke. 


Whar, like a fyre to hether fet, 265 
Bauld ‘Thomas did advance, 
A fturdy fae, with luik enrag’d, 

Up towards him did prance. 
He {purd his fteid throuch thickeft ranks 

The hardy youth to quell; 270 
Wha ftude unmuvit at his approach 

His furie to repell. 


¢ That fhort brown fhaft, fae meinly trimd, 
*« Lukes like poor Scotland’s geir ; 
‘ But dreadfu feims the rufty point !” 


ty 
“TT 
wr 


ei And loud he leuch in jeir. 
** Aft Britons blude has dim’d its fhyne 
Va) “¢ It’s point cut fhort their vaunt.’? 
i Syne pere’d the bofter’s bairded cheik 
‘ Nae time he tuke to taunt. 
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Short while he in his fadil fwang ; 
His ftirrip was nae ftay, 
But feible hang his unbent knie, 
Sair taken he was, fey! 
“Swyth on the harden’d clay he fell, 285 
Richt far was heard the thud ; 
But Thomas luk’d not as he lay 
All waltering in his blude. © il 


Wi careles gefture, mind unmuv’d, 
On rade he north the-plain 298 
His feim in peace, or ferceft ftryfe, 
Ay recklefs, and the fame. 
Nor yit his heart dames’ dimpeld cheik 
Cold meife faft luve to bruik ; 
Till vengefu Ann returnd his fcorn, 
Then languid grew his luke. 
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In thrauis of dethe, wi wallow’d cheik, 
All panting on the plain, 
The bleiding corps of warriours lay, 
Neir to arife agains: 300 
Neir to return to native land ; . 
Na mair wi blythfum founds 
To boaft the glories of that day, 
And fhaw their fhynand wounds. 
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There on a lee, whar ftands a crofs 
Set up for monument, 

Thoufands fu ferce; that fummer’s day, 
Fill’d kene wars black intent. 

Let Scots while Scots praifé Hardyknute 
Let Norfe the name aye dreid ; 

Ay how he faucht, aft how he {paird; 
Sall lateft ages reid. 


On Norway’s coaft the widow’d dame 
May wath the rocks wi teirs, 

May lang luke owr the fhiples feas 
Before her mate appeirs. 

Ceife, Emma, ceife to hope in vain, 
Thy lord lyes in the clay ; 

The valiant Scots na rievers thole 
To carry lyfe away. 


Loud and chill blew the weftlin wind, 
Sair beat the heavy fhouir, 

Mirk grew the nicht ere Hardyknute 
Wan neir his ftately touir; 

His touir that us’d wi torches bleife 
To fhyne fae far at nicht 

Seim’d now as black as mourning weid ; 


Na marvel fair he fich’d, 
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* There’s na licht in my lady’s bouir, 
«6 There’s na licht in my ha; 

«¢ Na blynk fhynes round my Fairly fair, 
«“« Na ward flands on my wa. 

“¢ What bodes it ? Robert, Thomas, fay.”’ 
Na anfwer fits their dreid. 

‘¢ Stand back my fons I’ll be your gyde.” 
But by they paft wi fpeid. 


¢€ As faft I ha fped owr Scotland’s faes—”” 

There ceis’d his brag of weir, 

Sair fhamd to mind ocht but his dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair. 

Black feir he felt, but what to feir 
He wift nae yit wi dreid: 

Sair fhuke his body, fair his limbs 

And a the warriour flied, 
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“6 ETURN, return, ye men of bluid, 
** And bring me back my chylde!” 
A dolefu voice frae mid the ha 
Reculd, wi echoes wylde. 
Beftraught wi dule and dreid, na pouir 
Had Hardyknute at a; 
Full thrife he raught his ported fpeir, 
And thrife he let it fa. 


*¢ O haly God, for his deir fake, 
¢* Wha favd us on the rude 

He tint his praier, and drew his glaive, 
Yet reid wi Norland bluid. 

‘¢ Brayd on, brayd on, my ftalwart fons, 
** Grit caufe we ha to feir; 
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** But ay the canny ferce contemn T5 
*¢ The hap they canna veir.” 


‘ Return, return, ye men of bluid, 

* And bring me back my chylde !” 
The dolefu voice frae mid the ha 

Reculd, wi echoes wylde. 20 
The ftorm grew rife, throuch a the lift 

The rattling thunder rang, 
The black rain fhour’d, and lichtning glent 
Their-harnifine alang. 
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What feir poffeft their boding breefts 
Whan, by the gloomy glour, 

The caftle ditch wi deed bodies 
They faw was filled out owr! 

Quoth Hardyknute ** I wold to Chryfte 
‘¢ The Norfe had wan the day, 

‘« Sae I had keipt at hame but anes, 
“¢ Thilk bluidy feats to ftay.” 


Wi {peed they paft, and fyne they recht 
The bafe-courts founding bound, 
Deip groans fith heard, and throuch the mirk 
Lukd wiftfully around. 
The moon, frae hind a fable cloud, 
Wi fudden twinkle fhane, 
Whan, on the cauldrif eard, they fand 
The gude Sir Mordac layn. 


Befprent wi gore, fra helm to {pur, 
Was the trew-heartit knicht ; 

Swith frae his fteid fprang Hardyknute 
Muv’d withe heavy ficht. 

** O fay thy matfter’s fhield in weir, 
‘¢ His fawman in the ha, 

‘* What hatefu chance cold ha the pouir 

To lay thy eild fae law?” 
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To-his complaint the bleiding knicht 
i i Returnd a piteous mane, 
| And recht his hand, whilk Hardyknute 
Claucht ftreitly in his ain: 
‘ Gin eir ye fee lord: Hardyknute, 
| *Frae Mordac ye matin fay, 
Vi ‘ Lord Draffan’s treafoun to confute 
ME ‘ He ufd his fteddieft fay.’ 


He micht na mair,. for cruel dethe 
Forbad him to proceid ; 

** vow to God, I winna fleip 
‘¢ Till I fee Draffan bleid. 

‘¢ My fons your fifter was owr fair: 
‘* But bruik he fall na lang 

‘¢ His gude betide';. my laft forbode 

ee ‘+ He'll trow belyve na fang. 


‘¢ Bown ye my eydent friends to kyth 
‘¢ To me your luve fae deir ; 

«¢ The Norfe’ defeat mote weil*perfuade 

aa ‘¢ Nae riever ye neid feir.” 


ret 


The fpeirmen wi a michty fhout, 
I 


Cryd ‘ Save our matter deir ! 
é While he dow beir the {way bot: care 
¢ Nae reiver we fall feir,’ 
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¢ Return, 


‘Return, return, ye men of bluid 
‘ And bring me back my chylde!? 

The dolefu voice frae mid the ha 

 Reculd wi echoes wylde. 

«* ] am to wyte my valiant friends ;” 
And to the ha they ran, 

The ftately dore full ftreitly fteiked 
Wi iron boltis thrie they fand. 


The ftately dore, thouch ftreitly fteiked 
- Wi waddin iron boltis thrie, 
Richt fune his micht can eithly gar 
Frae aff it’s hinges flie. 
*¢ Whar ha ye tane my dochter deir : 
‘* Mair wold I fee her deid 
¢¢ Than fee her in your bridal bed 
‘¢ For a your portly meid. 


‘¢ What thouch my gude and valiant lord 


‘« Lye ftrecht on the cauld clay ? 
** My fons the dethe may ablins {pair 
<* To wreak their fifters wae.” 
Sae did fhe crune wi heavy cheir, 
Hyt luiks, and bleirit eyne ; 
Then teirs firft wet his manly ‘cheik 
And fnawy baird bedeene. 
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‘ Na riever here, my dame fae deir, 
* But your leil lord you fee ; 
* May hieft harm betide his life 
¢‘ Wha brocht fic harm to thee! 100 
* Gin anes ye may beleive my word, 
‘ Nor am I ufd to lie; 
* By day-prime he or Hardyknute 
* The bluidy dethe fhall die.’ 


The ha, whar late the linkis bricht 105 
Sae gladfum fhind at een, 


zleit a gowden bleife 


5 


Whar penants ¢ 


] 


Our knichts and ladys fhene, 


Was now jae mirk, that, throuch the bound, 
Nocht mote they wein to fee, 110 
Alfe throuch the fouthern port the moon 
Let faa blinkand glie. 
*¢ Are ye in fuith my deir luvd lord ?” 
Nae suk fhe doucht to. fay, 
But fwounit on his harneft neck 11 
W1 joy and tender fay. 
To fee her in fic balefu fort 
Revived his felcouth feir 


But fune the raifd her eornely Maik 


IAQ eke ee 
And ifaw his faing teirs, 120 
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¢¢ Ye are nae wont to greit wi wreuch, 
‘¢ Grit caufe ye ha I dreid; 
‘6 Fae a our fons their lives redemd 
«¢ Frae furth the dowie feid ?”’ 
¢ Saif are our valiant fons, ye fee, 126 
¢ But lack their fifter deir ; 
¢ When fhe’s awa, bot any doubt, 
‘ We ha grit caufe to feir.’ 1 


‘« Of a our wrangs, and her depart, i) 
‘¢ Whan ye the fuith all heir, 4 

‘¢ Na marvel that ye ha mair caule, 
‘* Than ye yit weit, to feir. 

‘¢ @ wharefore heir yon feignand knicht 
‘¢ Wi Mordac did ye fend? 

¢¢ Ye funer wald ha perced his heart 136 
‘¢ Had ye his ettling kend,” 
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¢ What may ye mein my peirles dame ? 
‘ That knicht did muve my ruthe 
We balefu mane; I did na dout 
‘ His curtefie and truthe. 140 
¢ He maun ha tint wi fma renown 
« His life in this fell rief ; 
¢ Richt fair it grieves me that he heir 
¢ Met fic an ill relief.’ 


Lay 
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Quoth fhe, wi teirs that down her cheiks 145 
Ran like a filver fhouir, 

May ill befa the tide that brocht 

“« That faufe knicht to our touir: 


¢ 
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Ken’d ye na Draffan’s lordly port, 
‘¢ Thouch cled in knichtly graith ? I°6 
‘6 Tho hidden was his hautie luik 


‘¢ The vifor black benethe ?” 


‘ Now, as Iam a knicht of weir, 
* I thocht his feeming trew ; 

‘But, that he fae deceived my ruthe, I 
* Full fairly he fall rue.’ 


** Sir Mordac to the founding ha 


Lon 
Wy 


** Came wi his cative fere ;”’ 
‘ My fire has fent this wounded knicht 
* To pruve your kyndlie care, 160 


* Your fell maun watch him a the day, 
¢ Your maids at deid of nicht ; 
* And Fairly fair his heart maun cheir 


© As fhe ftands in his ficht.’ 16 


wy 


** Nae funer was Sir Mordac gane, 


‘¢ ‘Than up the featour {prang ;” 
* The luve alfe o your dochter deir 
‘ | feil na ither pang. 


« Tho Hardyknutelord Draffan’s fuit 
¢ Refus’d wi mickle pryde ; 
‘ By his gude dame and Fairly fair 
¢ Let him not be deny’d.’ 
<¢ Nocht muvit wi the cative’s fpeech, 
‘¢ Nor wi his {tern command ; 
¢¢ T treafoun! cryd, and Kenneth’s blade 
‘¢ Was glifterand in his hand. 


«¢ My fon lord Draffan heir you fee, 
‘© Wha means your fifter’s fay 

¢¢ To win by guile, when Hardyknute 
“6 Strives in the irle fray.” 

¢ Turn thee! thouriever Baron, turn!’ 
<«¢ Bauld Kenneth cryd aloud ; 

¢¢ But, fune as Draffan fpent his glaive, 
‘¢ My fon lay in his bluid.” 


¢ J did nocht grein that bluming face 
‘ That dethe fae fune fold pale ; 
¢ Far lefs that my trew luve, throuch me, 
© Her brither’s dethe fold wail. 
* But fyne ye fey our force to prive, 
* Our force we fall you fhaw ! 
«¢ Syne the fhrill-founding horn bedeen 
‘© He tuik frae down the wa. 
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‘¢ Ere the portculie could be flung, 

*¢ His kyth the bafe-court fand ; 
When {cantly o their count a teind 
‘* Their entrie micht gainftand. 
Richt fune the raging rievers ftude 
“* At their faufe mafter’s fyde, 
Wha, by the haly maiden, fware 
*¢ Na harm fold us betide. 


What fyne befell ye weil may guefs, 
‘< Reft o our eilds delicht.” 
e fall na lang be reft, by morne 

* Sall Fairly glad your ficht. 
* Let us be gane, my fons, 
‘ goOur meny chide our fay ; 


Then pale pale grew her teirfu cheik ; 
‘ Let ane o my fons thrie 
, aa gy this emprize, your eild 


fic travel drie. 


.O whar were I, were my deir lord, 
y fons, to bleid! 
Better to aubiite the wrang than fae 


q 


your dochter’s luve 
ll fune cheir your effray.’ 


< the hie muidede,”’ 
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The gallant Rothfay rofe bedeen 
His richt of age to pleid ; 


And Thomas fhawd his ftrenthy {peir ; 


And Malcolm mein’d his {peid. 
¢ My fons your ftryfe I gladly fee, 
¢ But it fall neir be fayne, 
¢ That Hardyknute fat in his ha, 
¢ And heird his fon was flayne. 


‘ My lady deir, ye neid na feir ; 
‘ The richt is on our fyde ;’ 
Syne rifing with richt frawart hafte 
Nae parly wald he byde., 
‘The lady fat in heavy mude, 
Their tunefu march to heir, 
While, far ayont her ken, the found 


Wa mair mote roun her eir. 


O ha ye fein fum glitterand touir, 
Wi mirrie archers crownd, 

Wha vaunt to fee their trembling fae 
Keipt frae their countrie’s bound? 
Sic aufum firenth fhawd Hardyknute ; 

Sic feimd his ftately meid; 
Sic pryde he to his meny bald, 
Sic feir his faes he gied, 
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Wi glie they paft our mountains rude, 
Owr muirs and moffes weit ; 
Sune as they faw the rifing fun, 
On Draffan’s touirs it gleit. 
O Fairly bricht I marvel fair 245 
That featour eer ye lued, 
Whafe treafoun wrocht your father’s bale, 
And fhed your brither’s blude! 


The ward ran to his youthfu lord, 


Wha fleipd his bouir intill : 2 
“} 
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Nae time for fleuth, your raging faes 
* Fare doun the wettlin hill. 

* And, by the libbard’s gowden low 
‘ In his blue banner braid, 

* That Hardyknute his dochtir feiks, 25% 
* And Draffaas dethe, I rede.’ 


*¢ Say to my bands of matchlefs micht, 

‘* Wha camp law in the dale, 

To bufk their arrows for the fecht, 

** And ftreitly gird their mail. 260 
Syne meit me here, and wein to find 

** Nae juit or turney play; 

/ Whan Hardyknute braids to the field, 


** War bruiks na lang delay.” 
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His halbrik bricht he brac’d bedeen ; 265 
Fra ilka fkaith and harm 
Securit by a warloc auld, 
Wi mony a fairy charm. 
A feimly knicht cam to the ha: 
‘ Lord Draftan I thee braive, 270 
¢ Frae Hardyknute my worthy lord, 
‘ To fecht wi fpeir or glaive.’ 


‘¢ Your hautie lord me braives in vain 
- © Alane his micht to prive, 
‘¢ For wha, in fingle feat of weir, 
‘6 Wi Hardyknute may ftrive ? 
¢¢ But fith he meins our ftrenth to fey, 
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€€ On cafe he fune will find, 
¢¢ That thouch his bands leave mine in ire, 
‘‘ In force they’re far behind. 280 


** Yet cold I wete that he wald yield 
“6 To what bruiks nae remeid, 
*¢ T for his dochter wald nae hain 
‘¢’To ae half o my fteid.” 
Sad Hardyknute apart frae a 285 
Leand on his birnitt {peir ; 
And, whan he on his Fairly deimd, 
He {par’d nae fich nor teir. 


‘¢ What 
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*€ What meins the felon cative vile ? 
*¢ Bruiks this reif na remeid ? 


*¢ T fcorn his gylefu vows ein thouch 


Bownd was lord Draffan for the fecht, 


Whan lo! his Fairly deir 
Ran frae her hie bouir to the ha 
Wi a the fpeid of feir. 


Fin as the rudie ftar of morne 
Peirs throuch a cloud of dew, 
Sae did fhe feim, as round his neck 

Her {nawy arms fhe threw. 
*O why, O why, did Fairly wair 
* On thee her thouchtlefs luve ? 
* Whafe cruel heart can ettle aye 
* Her father’s dethe to pruve !? 


| 


And firft he kifsd her bluming clieik, 
And fyne her bofom deir ; 

Than fadly ftrade athwart the ho, 

And drapd ae tendir teir. 

My meiny heid my words wi car 


** Gin ony weit to flay 
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é My maidens bring my bridal gowne, 
‘| little trewd yeftrene, 

¢ To rife frae bonny Draffan’s bed, 
‘ His bluidy dethe to fene.’ 

Syne up to the hie baconte 
She has gane wi a her train, 

And fune fhe faw her ftalwart lord 
Attein the bleifing plain. 


Owr Nethan’s weily ftreim he fared 

"Wi feeming ire and pryde; 

His blafon, glifterand owr his helm, 
Bare Allan by his fyde. 

Richt fune the bugils blew, and lang 
And bludy was the fray ; 

Eir hour of nune, that elric tyde, 
Had hundreds tint their day. 


Like beacon bricht at deid of nicht, 
The michty chief muyd on ; 

His bafnet, bleifing to the fun, 
Wi deidly lichtning fhone. 

Draffan he focht, wi him at anes 
To end the cruel ftryfe ; 


But aye his fpeirmen thranging round 


Forfend their leider’s lyfe, 
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The winding Clyde wi valiant bluid 
Ran reiking mony a mile; 
Few fiude the faucht, yet dethe alane 
iia Cold end their irie toil. 340 
| * Wha flie, I vow, fall frae my fpeir 
! * Receive the dethe they dreid!’ 
Cryd Draffan, as alang the plain 


! He {purd his bluid-red fteid, 


Up to him fune a knicht ean pranée, 
14 A graith’d in filver mail: 
| ** Lang have I focht thee throuch the field, 
*¢ This lance will tell my tale,’ 
Rude was the fray, till Draffan’s fill 
Oercame his youthful micht ; 350 


Perc’d throuch the vifor to the eje 
Was flayne the comly knicht, 


The vifor on th Speir was deft; 

May And Draffan Malcolm {pied ; 

ie * Ye fhould your vaunted fpeid this day, 
* And not your ftrenth, ha fey’d.? 

“* Cative, awa ye maun na flie,”? 
Stout Rothfay cry’d bedeen, 

“ Till, frae my glaive, ye wi ye beir 

** The wound ye fein’d yeftrene,”’ 


é Mair o your kins bluid ha I {pilt 
‘ Than I docht evir grein ; 

¢ See Rothfay whar your brither lyes 
‘ In dethe afore your eyne.’ 

Bold Rothfay cried wi lion’s rage, 
“© hatefu curfed deid! 

¢¢ Sae Draffan feiks our fifter’s luve, 
‘¢ Nor feirs far ither meid !”’ 


Swith on the word an arrow cam 
‘Frae ane o Rothfay’s band, 

And-{mote on Draffan’s lifted targe, 
Syne Rothfays fplent it fand. 

Perc’d throuch the knie to his ferce fteid, 
Wha pranc’d wi egre pain, 

The chief was forcd to quit the ftryfe, 
And feik the nether plain. 


His minftrals there wi dolefu care 
The bludy fhaft withdrew ; 

But that he fae was bar’d the fecht 
Sair did the leider rue. 

‘ Cheir ye my mirrie-men,’? Draffan cryd, 
Wi meikle pryde and glie ; 

* The prife is ours; nae chieftan bides 

* Wi us to bate the grie.’ 
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a That hautie boaft heard Hardyknute, 385 
Fi Whar he lein’d on his fpeir, 
Sair weiried wi the nune-tide heat, 
And toilfum deids of weir. 
The firft ficht, when he paft the thrang, 
Was Malco m on the fwaird: 3go 
** Wold hevin that dethe my eild had tane, 
Te, *¢ And thy youtheid had fpard } 
** Draffan I ken thy ire, but now 
ie ‘¢ Thy micht I mein to-fee.” 
But eir he ftrak the deidly dint : 39 
The fyre was on his knie. 
* Lord Hardyknute ftryke gif ye may, 
‘J neir will ftryve wi thee; 
* Forfend your dochter fee you Mayne 


* Frae whar fhe fits on hie! *, ; 400 


* Yeftrene the prieft inshaly band 
aM * Me join’d wi Fairly deir; 
* For her fake let us paft in peace, 
* And neir meet mair in weir.’ 
** Oh king of hevin, what feimly fpeech 405 
** A featour’s lips can fénd! 
** And art thou he wha-baith my fons 
** Brocht to a bluidy end? 
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é¢ Hafte, mount thy fteid; or I fall licht 


«* And meit.thee onsthe plain ; 
“6 For by my forbere’s faul we neir 
‘¢ Sall part till ane be flayne.”’ 
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‘ Now mind thy aith,’ fyne Draffan ftout 


To Allan loudly cryd, 
Wha drew the fhynand blade bot dreid 
And perc’d his matfters fyde. 


Law to the bleiding eard he fell, 
And dethe fune clos’d his eyne. 
é¢ Draffan, till now I did naken 
‘¢ Thy dethe cold muve my tein. 
‘* I wold to Chryfte thau valiant youth, 
‘* Thou wert in life again ; 
«May ill befa my ruthlefs wrauth 
‘© That brocht thee to fic pain! 


‘Fairly, anes a my joy’ and pryde, 
“* Now a my grief and bale, 

“* Ye maun wi haly maidens byde 
‘* Your deidty faut to wails 

*¢ To Icolm béir ye Draffan’s corfe, 
*« And dochter anes fae. deir, 

*€ Whar the may pay his heidles lure 
«< Wi mony a mournfs teir.”” 
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I. 
NHILD MAURICE was an erle’s fon, 


His name it waxed wide; 
It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor yit his meikle pride, 
But it was for his mother gay 5 
Wha livd on Carron fide. . 


II. 
¢ Whar fall I get a bonny boy, 


‘ That will win, hofe and fhoen, 
That will gae to lord Barnard’s ha, 
* And bid his lady come ? To 


IIT, 
* And ye maun rin errand Willie, 
© And ye maun rin wi fpeid ; 
* When ither boys gang on their feet 
* Ye fall ha prancing fteid.’ 


IV, 


‘© Oh'no! oh no! my mafter deir! f= 
‘J dar na for my life; 

“¢ Il no gae to the bauld barons, 

‘* For to trieft furth his wife.”? 
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V. 
‘ My bird Willie, my boy Willie, | i 
‘ My deir Willie,’ he faid, 20 i 
* How can ye ftrive againtft the f{treim ? 
* For I fall be obeyd.’ 


VI. | 
‘¢ But O my matter deir!”? he cryd, ) (| 
‘* In grenewode ye’re.your lane ; 
‘Gi owr fic thochts I wald ye red, o25 
“¢ For feir ye fold be tane.” 


Vil. 
‘ Hafte, hafte, I fay, gae to the ha, 
* Bid her come here wi {peid ; 
‘ If ye refufe my hie command, | 
APU gar your body bleid. ¥ 30 a 


VIII. 
* Gae bid her tak this gay mantel, 
‘Tisa gowd but the hem: _ 
* Bid her come to the gude grenewode, 
‘ Ein by herfel alane : 


IX. Ve 
‘ And there it is, a filken farke,_ 36 a o 
‘ Her ain hand fewd the fleeve; - ie 
* And bid her come to Child Maurice :) | | 


* Speir nae bauld baron’s leive,’ 
Da X. ‘* Yes 
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X. 
«4 Yes I will gae your black errand; 
«* Thouch it be to your coft; 
‘¢ Sen ye will nae be warnd'by me, 


‘© Jn it ye fall find froft. 
Xi, 


* The baron he’s a man o-micht, 
66 He neir cold bide to taunt.: 


¢¢-And ye will fee before its nicht, - 


+ Sma caufe ye ha to vaunt. 


XI. 
¢¢ And fen I maun your errand rin, 
‘¢ Sae fair againft my will, : 
s¢ T’fe mak a vow, and keip it trow,. 
¢£ ft fall be done for. ill.” 


XI: 
Whan he cam to the broken brig; 
He bent:his bow and fwam; 


And whan he came‘te grafs growing;. 


Set down his feet and-ran. 


“XIV. 
And whan he cam to Barnards yeaty 
Wold neither chap nor ca, 
But fet his bent bow to his breif; 
And lichtly lap the wa. 


4e 


, “4S 


Pre) 


XV. He 


XV. 
He wald na tell the man his errand 
Thoch he {tude at the yeat ; 
But ftreight into the ha he cam, 
Whar they were fet at meat. 


XVI. 
‘ Hail! hail! my gentle fire and dame$ 
‘ My meffage winna wait, 
« Dame ye maun to the:grenewode:gae, 
* Afore that it be late. 


XVII. 
* Ye’re bidden tak this ‘gay mantel, 
‘ Tis agowd bot the hem: 
¢ Ye maun hafte to the gude grenewode, 
' 6 Ein by yourfell alane, 


XVIII. 
¢ And there itis, a filken fark, 
¢ Your ain hand fewd the fleive ; 
‘ Ye maun gae f{peik toChild Maurice ; 
¢ Speir na bauld baron’s leive.? 


XIX. 
The lady ftamped wi her foot, 
And winked wi her ele ; 
But a that fhe cold fay or do, 
Forbidden he wald nae be. 
D3 
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XX. 
‘< Tt’s furely to my bower-woman, 
¢¢ It neir cold be to me.” 
¢] brocht it to lord Barnard’s lady, 
‘ I trow that ye be fhe.’ 


XXI. 
Then up and fpak the wyhe nurfe, 
(The bairn upon her knie), 
s¢ If it be come from Child. Maurice: 
“6 It’s deir welcum to me.”” ; 


XXII. 
© Yelie, yelie, ye filthy nurfe, 
¢ Sae loud as I heir ye lie ; 
‘ I brocht it toJard Barnard’s lady 
* I trow ye be nae fhee.’ 


XXIII. 
Then up and fpake the bauld baron 
An angry man was he: 
He has tane the table wi his foot, 
Sae has he wi his knie, © 
Till cryftal cup and ezar dith 
Jn flinders he gard .-flie. 


“XXIV. 
‘* Gae bring a robe of your chding, 
** Wi a the hafte ye can, 
‘¢ And [’ll gae to the gude grenewode, 
‘¢ And fpeik wi your lemman.” 


go 


ge 
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XXV. 
¢ © bide at hame now-lord Barnard ! 
¢ I ward ye bide at hame-;. 
¢ Neir wyte a man for violence, 
¢ Wha neir wyte ye wi nane,’ 


XXVI. 
Child Maurice fat in the grenewode, 
He whiftled and he fang : | 
<< O what meins a the folk-coming ?” 
‘¢ My mother tarries lang.” 


XXVIL. . 
The baron to the grenewode cam, 
Wi meikle dule and care ; 
And there he firft fpyd Child Maurice, 
Kaming his yellow hair. 


XXVIII. 
‘ Nae wonder, nae wonder, Child Mauricey. 
‘ My lady loes thee weil : 
‘ The faireft part of my body 
‘ Is blacker than thy heil. 


XXIX. 
« Yet neir the lefs now, Child Maurice, 
‘ For a thy great bewtie, 
‘ Ye'fe rew the day ye eir was‘born ; 


‘ That head fall gae wi me.’ 
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XXK. 
Now he has drawn his-trufty btand, 
And flaided owr the ftraes 
And throuch Child Maurice fair body 
He gar’d the cauld ironigae, 


XXXI- 
And he has tane Child Maurice. heid, 
And fet it on a fpeir ; 
The meineft man in @-his train 
Has gotten that heid to’beir, . 


XXII: 

And he has tane Child Maurice up, 
Laid him acrofs his fteid ; 
And brocht him to his. painted bower 

And laid him on a bed. 


XXXII. 
The lady on, the caftleswa. 
Beheld baith dale and down; 
And there fhe faw Child Mauride-heitl 
Cum trailing to the toun. | 


XXEXTV. 
‘* Better I loe that-blnidy‘heid, 
** Bot and that yellow hair, 
** Than lord Barnard and!a his-tands 
**-As they lig here and'there.”? 


£25 


i390 


XXXY. And 


XXXV. 
And fhe has tane Child Maurice heid, : 
And kiffed baith cheik and chin ; 
$* T was anes fow of Child Maurice. 
** As the hip is o the flane. 


XXXVI. 
‘© T gat ye in my father’s houte 
‘¢ Wi meikle fin and fhame ; 
*¢ JT brocht ye up in the erenewode 
‘¢ Ken’d to myfell alane: ving} 


XXXVIL. 
S¢ Aft have ] by thy craddle fitten, 
“6 And fondly fein thee fleip; 
“But now I maun gae *bout thy grave. 
eee mother’s teirs to weip.” 


XXXKVIH. 
Again fhe kifs’d his bluidy cheik, 
~ Again his bluidy chin ; 
“< O better I loed my fon. Maurice, 
«Than a my kyth and kin!” 


XXXIX. 
‘ Awa, awa, ye ill woman, 
¢ An ill dethe may ye die! 
* Gin I had ken’d he was your fon 
‘ He had neir been flayne'by me.’ 
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XL. * Obraid 


160° 


0 °T. AL Sra 


d me not, my lord Barnard! 
me not for fhame! 

i that fam fpeir, O perce my heart, 
d fave me frae my pain? 


y jealous rage cold quell, 
s¢ Let that fame hand now tak her lyfe 


‘¢ That neir to thee did-ill. 


** To me nae after days nor nichts 
‘¢ Will eir be faft or kind: 

*¢ Pll fill the air wi heavy fichs, 
‘¢ And greit till I be blind.” 


euch of bluid by me’s been fpift, 
‘ Seek not your dethe frae me; 
«I'd rather far it had been myfel, 
* Than either him or thee. 


* Wi hope'ets wae I hear your plaint, 
* Sair, fair, I rue the deidv— 
this curfed hand of mine 


ar his body bleid! 


180 
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XLV. 
‘ Dry up your teirs, my winfome dame, 
‘ They neir can heal the wound ; 
‘ Ye fee his heid upon the fpeir, 
¢ His heart’s bluid on the ground. 


SLVI. 
‘-J curfe the hand that did the deid, 
‘ The heart that thocht the ill, 
¢ The feet that bare me wi fic {peid, 
¢ The comlie youth to kill, 


eV 
‘J'll aye lament for Child Maurice 
‘As gin he war my ain; 
¢]'ll aeir forget the dreiry day 
‘ On which the youth was flain.’ 


199 


44 STO Os Tops a 


i. ADAM O GORDON. 


I. 
J T fell about the Martinmas, 
Whan the wind blew fhrill and cauld: 
Said Adam o Gordon to his men, 
** We maun draw to a hauld. 


II. 


*¢ And what a hauld fall we draw to, 5 
** My muirrie men and me? 

** We will gae ftrait to Towie houfe 
*s And fee that fairladie.” =” 


Ill, 
Zhe Jady on her caftle wa 
Eeheld baith dale and down, 10 
When fhe was ware of a hoft of men 
Rishnge toward the toun. 
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IV. 
€ O fee ye not, my mirry men a, 
¢ O fee ye not what I fee ? 
© Methinks I-fee a hoft of men, 5 
‘J marvel wha they be.’ 


V. 


She wein’ it had been her luvely lord, 
As he came ryding hame; 
It was the traitor Adam o Gordon, 
“Wha. reck’d. nae fin or fhame. | 


” 
(>) 


VI. 


She had nae funer bufked herfel, 
And putten on her gown, 

Than Adam o Gordon and his men. 
Were round about the toun. 


‘The lady ran to hir touir heid. . tes 
Sae faft as fhe cold drie, 

To fee if by her fpeiches fais 
She cold: wi him agree. 


Vill.. 
But whan hie faw the lady fafe, 
And the yates a: locked faft,. ; 30 


He fell into a rage of wrauth, 
And his heart was all aghaft. 


i! IX. 

Pee “* Cum doun to me ye lady gay, 

i ** Cum doun, Cum doun to me: 
| ** This nicht ye fall lye in my arms, 
| 7 

** The morrow my bride fall be.” 


X. 
* I winna cum doun ye faufe Gordon, 
i ‘I winna cum doun to thee ; 
| * T'winna torfake my ain deir lord; 


* Thouch he is far frae me.’ 


XI. 
“* Give owr your houfe, ye lady. fair, 
‘* Give owr your houfe to me . 
** Or I fall brin yourfel therein, 
1 ** Bot and your babies thrie.” 


ou Xie: 
| * I winna give owr, ye faufe Gordon, 
ar ‘To nae fic traitor as thee; 
* And if ye brin me and my babes, 
* My lord fall mak ye drie.’ 


XITI. 
* But reach my piftol, Glaud my man, 
* And charge ye weil my‘ gun, 
Rie ‘For, bot if I perce that bluidy butcher, 
ea ‘We a fall be undone,’ 
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XIV. She 
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XIV. 


She ftude upon the caftle wa 
And let twa bullets flie; 
She mift that bluidy butchers heart, | §§ it | 

And only razd his knie, : 


XY. i i 
*« Set fire to the houfe,”” cryd faufe Gordon, 
A wood wi dule and ire; 


‘¢ Faufe lady ye fall rue this deid 
~*¢ As ye brin in the fire.” 60 


XVI. 


‘ Wae worth, wae worth ye Jock my man, 
‘1 paid ye weil your fee; _ 

‘ Why pow ye out the ground-wa ftane 
‘ Lets in the reik to me? 


XVII. 


* And ein wae worth ye Jock my man 6s 
‘ I paid ye weil your hire; 

¢ Why pow ye out the ground wa ftane 
‘ To me lets in the fire ?? 


XVIII. 


*¢ Ye paid me weil my hire, lady, 
‘* Ye paid me weil my fee: 70 
*¢ But now I’m Adam o Gordon’s man; 
«¢ And maun or doe or die.” 
. AIX. O 


48 ~ oF 6 O FP F § 


| XIX. 


ae O than befpak her little fon 
iid Frae aff the nource’s knie, 
¢ Oh mither deir, gi owr this houfe; +6 
‘ For the reik it {mithers me!” 
XM. 
iy ‘¢ J wald gie a my gowd, my. chyld, 
i *¢ Sae wald I a my fee, 
*¢ For ae blait o the wefthn wind, 80 


‘* To blaw the reik frae thee.”’ 


9.28 
© than befpak -her dochter deir, 
She was baith jimp and jma, 
baby * O row me in a pair o fheits, 


hell « And tow me owr the wa.’ Ss 


a XXII. 
‘They rowd her in a pair o fheits, 

And towd her our the wa, ’ 
Bt But on the point o Gordon’s {peir, 
She gat a deidly fa. 


XXIII. 
© bonnie bonnie was her‘mouth, * 99 


And chirry were her cheiks; 
And cleir cleir was her yellow hair, 
Wharon the red bhuid dréips! 


ae z XXIV. Than 
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XXIV. 


Than wi his fpeir he turnd her owr— 
O gin her face was wan! 

Quoth he, “* Ye are the firft that eir 
** I withd alive again.” 


¥,06 
He turnd her our and our again— a 
O gin her fkin was white! i‘ 
“* T micht ha fpair’d that bonny face 160 i 
““* To hae been fum mans delyte. 


XXVI. Vie 
** Bufk and bown, my mirry men ay 
** For ill doom I do guefs: 
** I canna luik on that bonnie face, 


& As it lyes on the grafs.” 10¢ 


XXVII. 
* Wha luik to freits, my mafter deir, 
‘ Freits will ay follow them: 


* Let it neir be faid, Adam o Gordon 
* Was daunted by a dame.’ 


XXVIII. 
But whan the lady faw the fire - 
Cum flaming our her heid, 
She weip’d, and kift her children twain; 
“«* My bairns we been-but deid,”” 
Vor, I. E 
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XXIX. The 
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XXIX. 
a The Gordon than his bugil blew, 
i 
| And faid, ‘ Awa, awa: 


= 
— 
wa 


4 ¢ Sen Towie Houle is a in a flame, 
‘I hauld it time to ga, 


XXX. 
O than befpied her ain deir lord, 
As he cam owr the lee; 
He faw his caftle in a blaze 12@ 


Sae far as he cold fee. 
XXXI. 
hen fair, O fair, his mind mifgave, 


And a his heart was wae ; 


6 


n 


3 Put on, put on, my wichty men, 
ia ** Sae faft as ye can’ gae. F2¢ 


nt XXXII. 

‘ Put on,, put on, my wichty men, 
ria | ** Sae fait as ye can drie. 

66 


He that is hindmoft o the thrang 
** Sall neir get gude o me.” 


XXX 


Than fum they rode, and fum they ran, B30 
Fu faft outowr the bent, 


He | But eir the formoft could win up 
Bie Baith lady and babes were brent, 


AXXIV. He 
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XXXIV. 

He wrang his hands, he rent his hair, i 
¥ | 

And weipt in teinfu mude: 135 il 

8* Ah traitors, for this cruel deid 
*¢ Ye fall weip teirs o bluid !” 


8 
XXXY. a 
And after the Gordon he has gane, 
Sae fait as he micht drie: 
And fune in his foul hartis bluid | 149 
He has wreken his deir ladie: 
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IV.' The CH] LD: of Bipie. 


4 I. 
me en ie N yonder hill a caftle ftandes, 
| With walles and towres bedight 5 
And yonder lives the Child of Elle, 
A younge and comely knighte. 


ie 
The Child of Elle to his garden wente, 5 
And ftood at his garden pale, 
Whan, lo, he beheld fair Emmeline’s page 


Come tripping doune the dale. 
Mee cat The Child of Elle he hyed him thence, 
pe ome Y-wis he ftoode not ftille, 
ead And foone he mette faire Emmeline’s page 


BO 


Come climbing up the hille, 


lV. 
Now Chrifte thee fave thou little foot page, 
Now Chrifte thee fave and fee, 


Hee @h telle me how does thy ladye gaye, 15 
ie And what may thy tydinges be ? 
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V. 
My lady fhe is all woe-begone, 
And the teares they fall from her eyne ; 
And aye fhe laments the deadly feude 
- Betweene her houfe and thine. 20 


VI. 
And here fhee fends thee a filken fcarfe, 
Bedewde with many a teare ; 
And biddes thee fometimes think on her 
Who loved thee fo deare. 


Vil. 
And here fhee fends thee a ring of gold, 25 
The laft boon thou mayft have ; 
And biddes thee weare it for her fake 
Whan fhe is laid in grave. 


Vil. 
For ah! her gentle heart is broke, 
And in grave foone mutt thee bee, 
Sith her father hath chofe her a new love, 
And forbidde her to think of thee. 


&> 
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IX. 
Her father hath brought her a carlifh knight, 
Sir John of the north countraye, 
And within three dayes fhe muft him wedde, 35 
Or he vowes he will her flaye. 
oD 


rom mee 


ia And telle her that I, her owne. true love, 


Wiul dye or fette her free. AQ 


XI. 


GP ed Re Boast Raed Laphek rT 4) Ste 
Now hye thee NACKE, LHOU little foot pages 
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The boye tripped, the boye he ranne, 45 
ry Ler 1< id 
Lic CiLiic 1t}fi rel yQ, 
ei TIne3)] he PaAMmMmee! TH f: 31 4 vy 1eline a? Lh VTi 
} Until he came to fair Emm Eline § DOW Gy 


han kneeling downe he fayd ; 


se a Me pH 8 thas SE gn ae 
And he greets thee well by mee ; ie) 
U 7 A 
tt 
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Me) We. 
AeteV . 
ND Aare Aatr Woe MwnANne ar i ; x} a) 
iNOW UAY Was BVue and nignt was com ls 
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7 
a fits / K7} Sify a . . 
atl Who fate in her bowre to. wee epe, 


XV. 
And fune fhe heard her true ltove’s voice, 
Lowe whifpering at:the walle ; 
Awake, awake, my dear ladyey, 
Tis I thy true love call." 


XVIZ 
Awake, awake my. ladye deare, 
Come mount this fair palfraye’; 
This ladder of ropes-wilf lette thee downe, 
Ile carrye thee hence awaye. 


XVII. 
Néw naye, now naye,. thou gentle knight, 
Now naye this may not bee; 
For aye fhould I tine my maiden fame, 
If alone I fhould wend with thee. 


XVIIE 
O ladye thou with a knight fo true 
May‘ft fafelye wend alone, 
To my lady mother Iwill thee bring, 
Where marriage fhall make us one. 


XIX. 
‘¢ My father he isa baron bolde, 
¢¢ Of lynage proud and hye, : 
¢-And what would he faye if his daughter 
s* Awaye with a knight fliould fly ? 
E4 
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XX. ‘Ah 
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XX, 

Hats *¢ Ah well I wot he never would reft, 
‘ea ii i ** Nor his meate fhould do him no goode, 
ae ** Till he had flayne thee, Child of Elle, 
eh ** And feene thy deare heart’s bloode.”? 80 
} XD 

} O, lady, wert thou in thy faddle fet, 
ea Anda little fpace him fro, 
Rui I would not care for thy cruel father, 

Nor the worft that he could doe. 


XXII. 
O, lady, wert thou in thy faddle fette, Ss 
And once without this walle, 
I would not care for thy cruel father, 
Nor the worft that might befalle. 


aed XXIII. 
t Fair Emmeline figh’d, fair Emmeline wept, 
at And aye her heart was woe, 
At lengthe he feizde her lilly-white hand, 
And doune the ladder he drewe. 


ge 


XXIV. 
And thrice he clafpde her to his brette, 
And kift her tenderlie ; 
‘The tears that fell from her fair eyes 
Si is Ranne like the fountayne free. 


95 
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XXV. 
He mounted himfelfe on his {teede fo talle, 
And her on a fair palfraye, 
And flung his bugle about his necke, 
And roundlye they rode awaye. toc 


XXVI. 
All this beheard her own damfelle, 
In her bed whereas fhe lay, 
Quoth flee, My lord thall knowe of this 
So I fhall have golde and fee. 


XXVII. 
Awake, awake, thou baron bold! 106 
Awake, my noble dame! 
Your daughter is fledde with the Child of Bille, 
To doe the déede of fhame. 


XXVIII. 
The baron he woke, the baron he rofe, 
And callde his merry men all ; 110 
«* And come thou forth, Sir John the knighte, 
‘¢ The ladye is carried to thrall.” 


XXIX. 


Fair Emmeline {cant had ridden a mile, 


A mile forth of the towne, 
When fhe was aware of her father’s men 11S 
Come galloping over the downe. 


XXX. And 


53 


And foremoft carne the carlith knight, 
Sir John of the north countraye, 

‘* Nowe ftop, nowe ftop, thou falfe traitour, 
** Nor carry that lady awaye. 


** For fhe is come of hye lynage, 
‘¢ And was of a lady 


§¢ And ill it befeems th 


C6 To 


Now loud thou ] 
Nowe thou doe 
A knight.me gott, 


Soe never did none by thee. 


But light nowe doune, miy lady faire, 


Light down 


Fair Emmeline fighd;: fair Emmeline weept, 
And aye her heart was woe; 
Wriiile twixt her lové and the carlifh knight, 


<2 6s raw « i EA] IE ele. . " 
Paft many a baleful-blow. 


ee a falfe churles’s fonne, 


o carry her hence to fco 


t, Sir John the knight, 
lye of mee; 


nd a ladye meé bore; 


aad hold my fteed, 
While I and'this difcourteous knighte 
Do try this arduous deede. 


tet 
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XeRV.' -. 
The Child of Elle he fought foe well 
As his weapon he wavde amaine, 


? 


That foone he had fldine'the carlifh knight, 
And layd him upon the-playne, 


XXXVI. 
And now the baren‘and all his men 
Full faft approached nye, 
Ah what mayedady¢ Emmeline doe? 
*Twere now no boote to flyé 


XXXVII. 
Her lover he, put-his-horn to his mouth, 
And blew both loud.-and fhrill; 
And foene he fawe his owne merry men 
Come ryding over the hill. 


XXK VIII. 
Now hold thy hand thon, beld baton, 
I pray thee hold thy hand; 
Nor ruthlefs rend: two, gentle hearts 
Faft knit in true love’s band. 


vs 
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XXX 
Thy daughter I have: dearly lovde, 
Full long and many a:day, 
But with fuch love as:holy kirke 
Hath freelye faid wee may. 
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XL, O give 


XL. 
eH O give confent fhe may be mine, 

| And bleffe a faithful paire ; 

i My lands and livings are not fmall, 


My houfe and lynage faire. 160 


XLI. 
My mother fhe was an erle’s daughter, 
And a noble knight my fire 


Aa The baron he frownde, and turn’d away, 
With mickle dole and ire. 


XLII. 
Fair Emmeline figh’d, fair Emmeline wept, 165 
And did all trembling ftand ; 
At lengthe fhe {prang upon her knee, 
And held his lifted hand. 


XLIM. 
Pardon, my lord and father deare, 
This faire yong knight and mee, 
Truft me, but for the carlith knight 
f never had fled from thee. 


= 
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XLIV. 
Oft have you calld your Emmaline, 
Your darling and your joye; 
© let not then your harth refolves 
Your Emmaline deftroye. 
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XLV. | 

The baron he ftroakd his dark broun cheeke, | i 
And turnd his heade afyde, | i 
To wipe awaye the ftarting teare, | 
He proudly ftrave to hyde. 180 


| 
XLVI. if 
In deep revolving thought he ftoode, lg 
And mus’d a little {pace ; | 
Then rais’d fair Emmeline from the grounde, ity 
With many a fond embrace. 


ALVII. 
Here take her, Child of Elle, he fayd; 185 
And gave her lillye hand: i 
Here take my deare and only child, Nips 
And with her half my land. 


XLVIII. 
Thy father once mine honour wrong’d, 
In dayes of youthful pride, 190 
Do thou the injury repayre 
Jn fondnefs for thy bride. 


XLIX. 
And as thou love her, and hold her deare, 
Heaven profper thee and thine ; 
And now my bleffing wend. wi’ thee 19; 
My lovelye Emmeline. | 


V. GILDEROY, 


i 
ILDEROY wasa bonny boy, 
Had rofes till his fhoon ; 
His ftockings were of filken foy, 


Wi garters hanging doun,. 
It was, I ween, ‘a comelie fight § 
i To fee fae trim a boy: 
h oe He was my joy, and heart?s delight, 
oe Mt My handfome Gilderoy. 


It, 
O fic twa charming een he had! 


Breath {weet as ony rofe: 


1®@ 
He never ware a highland plaid, 
But coftly filken clothes. 
Fe gain’d the luye of ladies gay, 
Nane eer to him was coy; 
Ah wae is me, I mourn the day IS 


For my dear Gilderoy. 
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ill. 
My Gilderoy and I were born 
Baith in ae toun together ; 
We {cant were feven years beferz 
We gan to luve ilk ither: 20 
Our dadies and our mamies thay 
Were fill’d wi mikle joy, 
To think upon the bridal day 
Of me and Gilderoy. 


IV. 
For Gilderoy, that luve of mine 26 
Gude faith, I freely bought 
A wedding fark of Holland fine, 
Wi dainty ruffles wrought ; 
And he gied me,a wedding ring | 
Which I receiv’d wi joy: 39 
Nae lad nor laflie eer could fing 
Like me and Gilderoy. 


ve 

Wi mickle joy we {pent our ptime 
Till we were baith fixteen, 

And aft we paft the langfame time 35 
Amang the leaves fae green: 

Aft on the banks we’d fit us thair, 
And fweetly kifs and toy ; 

While he wi garlands deck’d my hair, 
My handfome Gilderoy. 


2 


40 
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VI. 

Oh that he ftill had been content 
Wi me to lead his life! 

But, ah, his manfu heart was bent 
To ftir in feats of itrife, 

And he in mary a ventufous deed 
His courage bauld wad try ; 

And now this gars my heart to bleed 


For ny dear Gilderoy, 


Var. 
And when of me his leave he tuik, 
The tears they wat mine ee: 
I gied him fic a parting huik! 


“ly benifon gang wi thee! 
{ 


§ For gane is all my joy; 


* My heart is rent, fith we maun part, 


e 


My handiome Gilderoy,’ 


Vii, 
My Gilderoy, baith far and near 
Was tear’d in every toun; 
And bauldly bare awa the veir, 
Of mony a lawland loun. 
For man to man durtt meet him nane, 
He was fae brave a boy ; 
At ee wi numbers he was tane, 
My winfome Gilderoy, 


/ 


peed thee weil mihe ain dear heart, 


45 


try 


wr 


6 


IX. Wae 


> ROARG ok GR Axl, Ty As D 3. 


TX, 
Wae worth the louns that made the laws 6c 
To hang a man for gear ; | 
Tor reave of life for fic a caufe 
As ftealing horfe 6r mare! 
Had not their laws been made fae ftrick i 
T neer had loft my joy ; vie} i | 
Wi forrow neer had wat my cheek dl 
‘For my dear Gildetoy. 


X. 
Gif Gilderoy had done amifs; 
He mought hae banifht been; 


Ah what fair cruelty is this, ae 


To hang fic handfome men ! iN 


To hang the flower o Scotith land; a 
Sae {weet and fair a boy: 
Nae lady had fae white a hand 
As thee, my Gilderoy. 86 


77 
Of Gilderoy fae fear’d they were, 
Wi irons his limbs they ftrung ; A 
To Edinborow led him thair, waite 
And on a gallows hung. 
They hung him high aboon the reft, 85 
He was fae bauld a boy ; 
Thair dyed the youth wham I lued beft, 
My handfome Gilderoy. 
Vou, I. F XII. Sune 
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XII. 
Sune as he yielded up his breath 
I bare his corfe away, 
Wi tears, that trickled for his death, 
I wafh’d his comelie clay ; 
And fiker in a grave right deep 
I laid the dear lued boy: 
And now for ever 1 maun weep, 
My winfome Gilderoy. 


TRAGIC BALLADS. 


VI. 


I. 
he HE gypfies came to our good lord’s Ears see 
And vow but they fang fweetly!) © 777' +s 
Our lady came doun the mufic to hear, 
They fang fae very completely. 


jd | Tie 

And fhe came tripping down the ftair, 5 fe 
And a her maids before her; if 
As foon as they faw her weil-fared face, ae 
They cooft the glamer our her. | 


Il. 
Gae tak frae me this gay mantile, 
And bring to me a plaidie ; 


10 
For, if kith and kin and a had fworn, 
[’ll follow the gypfie laddie. 
lV. 
Yeftreen I lay in a weel-made bed, 
And my good lord befide me ; 16 


This night I'll ly in a tenant’s barn, ok 
Whatever fhall betide me. Hay 
F 2 Oh 
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Vv. 
Oh come to your bed, fays Johnie Fa, 
Oh come to your bed my dearie; 
For I vow and {wear by the hilt of my fword 
Your lord fhall nae mair come near ye. 


VI. 
I'll go to bed ta;:my Johnie Fa, 
I’ll go to bed to my dearie ; 
For I vow and {wear by what paft yeftreen, 
My lord fhall nae mai come near me. 


Vi, 
And when our lord came hame at een 
And fpeird for his fair lady, 
The tane fhe cry’d, and the ither reply’d, 
She’s awa wi the gypfie laddie. 


Vill. 
Gae faddle to me the black black fteed, 
Gae faddle and mak him ready ; 
Before that I either eat or fleep 
Pll gae and feek my fair lady. 


IX. 
And we were fifteen well-made men, 
Of courage ftout and fteady ; 
And we were a put doun, but ane, 
For a fair young wanton lady. 


? 


ay 


35 


“ 


VU. THE 
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VU. THE CRUEL KNIGHT. 


I, 
HE knight ftands in the ftable door 
Ao As he was bownd to ride ; 
Whan out thair comes his fair. lady, 
And him defires to bide. 


Il. 
‘¢ How canI bide, how dare I bide, 5 
‘* How can I bide wi thee ? 
¢¢ Have I not kill’d thy ae brother ? 
*¢ Thou hadft nae mair but he.” 


Il, 
© If thou haft kill’d my ae brother, 
¢ Alas and wae is me! qe) 
* But if I fave thee from the paine, 
‘ My luve’s the mair to thee.’ 


IV. 
She has taen him to her fecret bower, 
Steik’d wi a filler-pin ; 
And fhe’s up to the higheft tower, 1S 
To watch that nane come in. 
F 2 Ve Q 


of 


SEO “Pp yo Say 


=) 
? 


V. 
She had nae weil gane up the ftair, 
And entered in the tower, 
When four and twenty armed knights 
Came riding to the door. 20 


VI. 
‘Now God you fave, my fair lady, 
‘ Declare to me I pray, 
¢ Did you not fee a wounded knight 
‘ Come riding by this way ? 


VIL. 
*€ Yes bloody bloody was his fword, 2¢ 
“¢ And bloody were his hands ; 
‘* But, if the fteed he rides be good, 
*¢ He’s paft fair Scotland’s ftrands.”* 


Vill. 
Then fhe’s gane to her' darkfome bower, 
Her hufband dear to meet ; x 
He deem’d he heard his angry faes, 
And wounded her fou deep. 


IX. 
* What harm my lord provokes thine ire, 
* ‘To wreak itfelf on me? 
* Have I not fav’d thy life frae faes, 


35 
© And fav’d for fic a fee'!? 


TRAGIC-BALLADS. 


x. 
‘* Now live, now live, my fair lady, 
‘© © live but half an hour ; | 
«© There’s neer a leech in all Scotland Wt 
¢¢ But fhall be at thy bower.” Xe. 
XI. a 
¢ How can I live, how fhall I live, ul 
‘ How can I live for thee 2 
‘ While running faft oer a the floor, 
« My heart’s blood thou may’ft fee ii 


VIII, YOUNG 


ha VII. YOUNG WATERS. 


H| ng 
| BOUT yule, quhen the wind blew cule; 
/ : { 
Ah soe 
4 3% And the round tables began, 
‘There came to wait on our king’s court, 


Mony a weil-favour’d man. 


tie 


ihe Quein luik’d owr the caftle-wa, 


“a 


Beheld baith dale and doun, 
au And then fhe faw young Waters 
cautey Cum riding to the town. 


IIT, 
Fis footmen they did rin before, 
His horfemen rade behind: 10 
Ane mantel of the burning gowd 
Did keip him frae the wind, 


IV. 
Gowden-graith’d his horfe before, 
And filler-fhod behind ; 
1e horfe young Waters rode upon ’ 


rs) 
pe 


Was fleeter than the wind. 


TRAGIC’ BALLADS, 


XN, 
Up then fpak a wylie lord, 
And to the Queen faid he, 
Tell me quha is the faireft face 
- Rides in the companie? 20 iy 
Vi. i) 
I’ve feen lords, and I’ve feen lairds, i 
And knichts of high degree, ) 
But a fairer face than young Waters 
Mine een did never fee. 


Vil. 
Out then fpak the jealous king, 29 
(An angry man was he, ) 
¢¢ And if he had been twice as fair, 
«¢ You might have excepted me.” 


Vill. 
You're neither lord, nor laird, fhe fays, 
Bot the king that wears the crown ; 29 
There’s not a knicht in fair Scotland, 
Bot to thee maun bow down. 


IX. 
For a that fhe could fay or do, 
Appeas’d he wad nae be; 
Bot for the words that fhe had faid, 
Young Waters he maun die, 


ao 
we 


X. Sune 
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| X. 
| et) Sune they hae taen young Waters, 
| ii Put fetters on his feet ; 
Sune they hae taen young Waters, 
And thrown in dungeon deep. 40 
ia # 
They hae taen to the heiding-hill, 
That knicht fae fair to fee ; 


And for the words the queen had fpak 
Young Waters he did die, 


TRAGIC BALLADS. 


IX. Sich, Remi Ce. Ee 


Or, tHe JEW’s DAUGHT ER. 


I. 
HE bonnie boys o merry Lincoln | | : 
War playin at the ba; i 


And wi them ftude the fweet Sir Hugh, . A 
The flower amang them a. a i ) } 


II. 
He kepped the ba there wi his foot, 5 
And catchd it wi his knie, 


Till in at the cruel Jew’s window 
Wi fpeid he gard it flie. 


III. 


* Caft out the ba to me, fair maid, 

* Caft out the ba to me:’— ee) 
‘¢ Ye neir fall hae’t my bonnie Sir Hugh, 

«¢ Till ye come up to me. | 


IV. 


*¢ Cum up {weet Hugh, cum up dear Hugh 
«« Cum up and get the ba;”. 

‘I winna cum up, I winna cum up If 
‘ Witkout my playferes a.” | 


4 


SAC DAT DBE 


V. 

ei And fhe has gane to her father’s garden 
Sae faft as fhe cold rin; 

And.powd an apple red and white 

mt To wyle the young thing in. 29 
i : Vi. 

bigeye She wyld him fune throuch ae chamber, 

at And wyld him fune throuch twa; 


And neift they cam to her ain chamber, 
The faireft o them a. 


Vil. 
She has laid him on a dreflin board, 25 
Whar fhe was usd to dine; 
eal And ftack a penknife to his heart, 
de And drefs’d him like a fwine. 
VIII, 
She row’d him in a cake o lead, 
And bade him lye and fleip ; 30 
Syne threw him in the Jew’s draw-well, 
I) Fu fifty fathom deip. 
Fear 
! Whan bells were rung, and mafs was fung, 
And ilka lady gaed hames - 
; Than ilka lady had her young fon, 3g 
ButJady Helen had nane, 
3 X. She 
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ap 


She row’d her mantel her about, 
And fair fair can fhe weip ; 
She ran wi fpeid to the Jew’s caftel, 
When a war faft afleip. 40 


XI. 


‘ My bonnie Sir Hugh, your mither calls, 
‘I pray thee to her fpeik :’ 
‘6 © lady rin to the deip draw-well 
- 6 Gin ye your fon wad feik.” 


XII. 


Lady Helen ran to the deip draw-well, 4e 
And kneel’d upon her knie ; 

‘ My bonnie Sir Hugh gin ye be here, 
‘I pray ye {peik to me ;’ 


XI. 


¢¢ I'he lead is wondrous heavy mither, 

‘¢ The well is wondrous deip ; co 
¢¢ A kene penknife iticks in my heart, 

« A word I dounae {fpeik. 


XIV. 


‘* Gae hame, gae hame, my mither deir, 
«¢ Fetch me my winding fheet ; 


wR 


‘« For again in merry Lincoln tqua 
“ We twa fall never meit.” 


SY 
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ai X. FLOBDDEN FIEL D3: «4 
[| Or, tue FLOWERS or true FOREST. 


i] I. 

| | Have heard 6 lilting at the ewes milking, 
Laffes a lilting eir the break o day ; 

But now I hear moaning on ilka green loaning, 

Sen our bra forefters are a wed away. 


II, 
At bouchts in the morning nae blyth lads are {corning, 
The Jaffes are lonely, dowie, and wae; 
Nae dafhn, nae gabbing, but fiching and fabbing ; 


i 


'k ane lifts her legten and hies her away. 


Til. 
At een in the gloming nae fwankies are roaming, 
*Mang ftacks wi the laffes at bogle to play ; 
For ilk ane fits dreary, lamenting her deary ; 
The Flowers o the Foreft, wha’re a wed away. 


IV. 
In harft at the fheiring na yonkers are jeiring ; 
The banfters are lyart, runkled, and gray; 
At fairs nor at preaching, nae wooing nae ficeching, 
Sen our bra forefters are a wed away. | 


¥.0O 
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Vv, 


O dule for the order fent our lads to the border ! it 
The Englifh for anes by gyle wan the day. 

The Flowers o the Foreft, wha ay fhone the foremoft, 
The prime o the land lye cauld in the clay ! 


Xl. EDWARD 


| 80 SaCr Ort Ih § -t 


i Xi ED “  AoRoen 


Hal if 
14 HY doés your brand. fae drapowi bluid, 


Edward, Edward ? 
Pi Why does yout brand’ fae drap with bluids 
And why fae fad gang ye O!} 


| O I hae kuld my hauk fae gude, 5 
Mither, mither : 
O I hae killd my hauk fae gude ; 
| And I had nae mair but he, O! 
IT. 
Your haukis bluid was nevir fae reid, 
Edward, Edward. 10 
Your haukis bluid was nevir fae reid, 
pte My deir fon I tell thee O! 
eh I hae killd my reid roan fteid, 
Mither, .mither : 
O I hae killd my reid roan fteid is 
That erft was fair and frie O! 
Ill, 
i Your iteid was auld, and ye hae mair, 
Edward, Edward: e 
| Your fteid was auld, and ye hae mair, 
| Sum ither dule ye drie, O! 20 


O I hae killd my fadir deir, 
Mither, mither: 
O I hae killd my fadir deir, 
ai ie Alas } and-wae is me O! 
fii! ; , IV. What 


11) yf } 
We be i a 
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‘ ve 
What penance will ye drie for that, 

Edward, Edward? 
What penance will ye drie for that, 


My deir fon, now tell me O! 
Pll fet my feet in yonder boat; 


25 


Mither, mither: 
Pll fet my feet in yonder boat ; 
And T’le fare owr the fea, O! 


we 
6) 


V. 
What will ye do wi touirs and ha, 
Edward, Edward? 
What will ye do wi touirs and ha, 
That were {ae fair to Peet Ak 
Ple let them ftand till they doun fa, 


La 
an 


; Mither, mither ; 
Tle let them ftand till they doun fa, 
For heir I maunae be O! 


“Fe 
Oo 


VI. 
What will ye leive to bairns and wife, 
. Edward, Edward? 
What will ye leive to bairns and wife, 
When ye gang owr the fea O! 
The warld’s room to beg throuch life, fe 
. Mither, mithers- 
The warld’s room to beg throuch life, 
For them I neir maun fee, O! 
Vor, TIE. G 
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|| What will ye leive to your mither deir, 
Na Edward, Edward 
A What will ye leive to your mither deir, 
My deir fon, now tell me O! 
The curfe of hell frae me fall ye beir, 
Mither, mither; 
hue The curfe of hell frae me fall ye beir, 
ee Sic counfeils ye gied me, O! 


? 


VILE R 
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XII. SIR PATRICK SPENCE. 


Le 
HE King fits in Dunfermlin toun, | a 
Drinking the bluid-red wine: 
‘¢ Whar fall I get a gude failor, 
‘¢ To fail this fhip o mine ?” 


If, 
Than up and {pak an eldern knicht, 
Wha fat at his richt knie ; 
‘ Sir Patrick Spence is the bef failor, 
* That fails upon the fea,’ 


ei ‘II. 
The king has written a braid letter, 
And fignd it wi his hand; 10 
And fent it to Sir Patrick Spence, 
Wha walked on the fand. 


IV. 


The firft line that Sir Patrick red, | 
A leud lauch lauched he ; . | 

The neift line that Sir Patrick red 15 1 
The teir blinded his eie. | . 


G 2 


SO ee 2 eee 


V. 


Mian 6¢ O wha can he be that has don 
hil i ¢¢ This deid o ill to me, 
€ 


~ 


To fend me at this time 0 yeir 
** To fail upo the fea? 20 


} Vi. 


¢ 


nm 


Mak hafte, mak hafte, my mirry men a 
“¢ Our gude fhip fails the morne.” 
© O fay na fae, my matter deir, 


rr 


1th ¢ For I feir deidly ftorm. 


VII. 


¢ I faw the new moon late yeftrene, 


LS) 
wa 


¢ Wi the auld moon in her arm ; 
¢ And I fear, I fear, my matter deir, 
¢ That we will cum to harm.’ 


VIE. 


Our Scottifh nobles were richt laith 
To weit their fhyning fhoen ; 


& 
© 


But lang or a the play was owr, 
They wat their heids aboon. 


IX. 
O lang lang may their ladies fit 
And luik outowr the fand, 
Or eir they fee the bonnie fhip 35 
Cum failing to the land! 
Xx. Mair 


TRAGIC ABA GLA Ds. 


XxX. 
Mair than haf owr to Aberdour— 
It’s fifty fathom deip— 
Lyes gude Sir Patrick Spence for aye 
- Wi the Scots lords at his feit. 


All LADY BOTHWEL L's 
LACM Ne Le 


ah 
ALOW, my babe, lye ftill and fleip, 
B It grieves me fair to fee thee weip ; 
If thou’lt be filent I’ll be glad, 
Thy maining maks my heart full fad ; 
j Balow my boy, thy mither’s joy; 5 
Thy father breids me great annoy, 


II. 
Whan he began to feik my luve, 
And wi his fucred words to muve 3 
His feining faufe, and flattering cheir, 
To me that time did nocht appeir; io 
But now I fee that cruel he 
Cares neither for my babe nor me. 


III, 
Lye itill, my darling, fleip a while, 
And whan thou wakeft {weitly {mile ; 
But {mile nae as thy father did 15 
To cozen maids: nay, God forbid, 
What yet I feir, that thou fold leir 
Thy father’s heart and face to beir ! 


4. 
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Be ftill, my fad one: {pare thofe teirs, 

To weip whan thou haft wit and yeirs; 20 
Thy griefs are gathering to a fum, 

God grant thee patience when they cum; 

Born to proclaim a mother’s fhame, 

A father’s fall, a baftard’s name, 
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He was a bra galant, 
And he playd at the gluve; 
The bonnie Earl of Murray 
He was the queen’s luve. 29 


VI. i 

O lang will his lady 
Look owr the caftle downe, 
re fhe fee the Earl of Murray i 
. Cum founding throuch the toun! | 


XV. SIR 


* © IK TT. Doon 


XV. SIR JAMES THE ROSE. 


i I. 
Aha ie O Heard ye o Sir James the Rofe, 


The young heir o Buleighan? 


Hi For he has kill’d a gallant iquire, 


Whaie friends are out to tak him. 


il. 


Now he has gane to the houfe o Mar, 5 
Whar nane might feik to find him ; 
it To fee his dear he did repair, 
Weining fhe wold befreind him. 
IT. 
‘ Whar are ye gaing, Sir James,’ fhe faid, 
* O whar awa are ye riding ?’ 
** T maun be bound to a foreign land, 10 
, ** And now I’m under hiding.” 
IV. 
| “© Whar fall I gae, whar fall I rin, 
*¢ Whar fall I rin to lay me ? 
\ ( cal "91 1 ° 
; *¢ For I ha kill’d a gallant {quire, 15 


** And his friends feik to flay me.” 


V. 


‘ O gae ye doun to yon laigh houfe, 
‘ I fall pay there your lawing ; 

* And as I am your leman trew, 
<< T’ll meet ye at the dawing. 


Vi. 


He turnd him richt and round about 
And rowd him in his brechan: 
And laid him doun to tak a fleip, 
In the lawlands o Buleighan. 


VII. 


He was nae weil gane out o ficht, 
Nor was he paft Milftrethen, 

Whan four and twenty belted knichts 
Cam riding owr the Leathen. | 


VII. 


‘ O ha ye feen Sir James the Rofe, 
* The young heir o Buleighan ? 

* For he has kill’d a gallant {quire, 
¢ And we are fent to tak him,’ 


IX. 
«* Yea, I ha feen Sir James,’ fhe faid, 
*¢ He paft by here on Monday ; 
** Gin the fteed be {wift than he rides on, 
** He’s paft the Hichts of Lundie.” 
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28 


35 


xX. But 


rade awa, 
ee 1 
hind them 3; 


worthy meid, 


“ 


~ whore +¢ 


i ¢ ] bi Chk J € Whar to find him,’’ 


VT 

, take 
hi * O tell fair maid, and, on our band, 
tery 
ety ‘ Ye’fe get his purfe and brechan.’ 
Wh ¢¢ Fe’s in the bank aboon the mill, 

| ** In the lawlands o Buleighan,”® 

§ 
in XII. 
Than out and fpak Sir John the Graham, 
Wha had the charge a keiping, 


J eé 7 AT ind barton aed +eaaes 
: Li’s 1 italwart feres, 
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XV, Syne 


Deere OD A a LA DNS. 
XV. 
Syne they tuke out his bleiding heart, 
And fet it on a fpeir ; 
Then tuke it to the houwfe o Mar, | 
And fhawd it to his deir. | 


%, 
cs 


XVI Via 

* We cold nae gie Sir James’s purfe 
‘ We cold nae gie his brechan, 

* But ye fail ha his bleeding heart 6¢ 
‘ Bot and his bleeding tartan.” 


XVII. 
*¢ Sir James the Rofe, O for thy fake 
«¢ My heart is now a breaking, 
** Curs’d be the day, I wrocht thy wae, 
*¢ Thou brave heir of Buleighan !” 72 


XVII. 


Then up fhe raife, and furth the gaes ; 
And, in that hour o tein, 
She wanderd to the dowie glen, 


And nevir mair was fein, 


@4 o'C .O t. ia 


XVhk Tue LAIRD or WOODHOUSELIE. 


From TrapDiTION. 
I. 
| iy | HY NING was the painted ha 
| S Wi gladfum torches bricht ; 


Full twenty gowden dames fat there, 
And ilkane by a knicht: 
Wi mufic cheir, 5 
To pleafe the eir, 
Whan bewtie pleafd the ficht. 
II. 
Wi cunning {kill his gentle meid 
To chant, or warlike fame, 
Uk damfel to the minftrels gied io 
Some favorit chieftan’s name: 
‘* Sing Salton’s praife,”’ 
The lady fays— 
In fuith fhe was to blame. 
lil. 


* By my renown ye wrang me fair,’ 


aS 
Quoth hautie Woodhoufelie, 
* To praife that youth o fma report, 
‘ And never deim on me; 
* Whan ilka dame 
* Her fere cold name, 20 


* In a this companie.’ 
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IV. 


The morn fhe to her nourice yeed ; 
“¢O meikle do I feir, 

‘* My lord will flay me, fin yeftrene 
‘¢ T prais’d my Salton deir ! 2¢ 
‘* |’ll hae nae eafe, | i 
‘¢ Till Hevin it pleafe, | 
‘¢ That I lye on my beir.”’ : 


Y. a | 
© Mair wold I lay him on his beir,” | 
The craftie nourice faid ; 
* My faw gin ye will heid but anes 
‘ That fall nae be delaid,’ 
_**O nourice fay, 
“And, by my fay, 
*¢ Ye fall be weil appaid.”’ 35 


VI. 


‘ Take ye this drap o deidly drug 
‘ And put it in his cup, 
¢ When ye gang ot the gladfum ha, 
‘ And fit ye doun to fup: 
‘ Whan he has gied 4® 
© To bed bot dreid, 
‘ He'll never mair rife up.’ 


VII. And: 


g$cé6 Yr foe 


VIls 


And fhe has tane the deidly drug 
And pat it in his cup, 
Whan they gaed to the gladfum ha, 4c 
thy And fat them doun to fup: 
And wi ill fpeid 
To bed he gied, 
And never mair raife up. 


Vill. 


The word came to his father auld 50 
Neift day by hour of dyne, 

That Woodhoufelie had died yeftrene, 

ei And his dame had held the wyne. 

R Quoth he ** I vow 

* By Mary now, 


wat 
eat 


<¢ She fall meit fure propine.” 


sxe 


Syne he has flown to our gude king. 
And at his feet him layne ; 

© O Juftice! Juftice! royal liege, 
‘ My worthy fon is flayne. 60 
‘ His lady’s feid 


* Has wrocht the deid, 
* Let her receive the paine.’ 


ae 1a — 
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Mas 

Sair muvit was our worthy king, 

And an angry man was he; Ts 
6 Gar bind her to the deidly ftake, 

- © And birn her on the lie : 

« That after her 

© Na bluidy fere 

‘ Her recklefs lord may flee.’ 70 


XI. 
‘¢ O wae be to ye, nourice, 
‘¢ An ill dethe may ye drie! 
“ For ye prepar’d the deidly drug 
‘© That gard my deiry die: 
«¢. May a the paine 75 
'¢ That I darraine 
‘¢ In ill time, licht on thee ! 


| XIT inh | 

*¢ O bring to me my goun o black, on a 

‘¢ My mantel, and my pall ; ‘| ie } 
‘¢ And gic five merks to the friars gray 80 4 

‘*¢ To pray for my poor faul ; 

** And ilka dame, 

*-© gentle name, 

‘¢ Bewar o my fair fall.’ 


Vou, I, H ae XVII. Lord 


XVI. LORD LIVINGSTON, 


From TRADITION. 


Tae ‘ ie RAITH my iwiftett fteid,’ faid Livingfton, 
pes Fue Aa { ; 

RR ih! * But nane of ye gae wi me; 
* For I maun awa by myiel alane 


ie ‘To the foot of the grenewade tree. 


if. 
Up {pak his dame wi meikle fpeid. 
‘s My lord I red ye bide ; 
*¢ {. dreimd a dreiry dreim laft nicht; 
** Nae gude fall you betide.” 


WA 


Ill. 
* What freit is this, my lady deir, 
‘ That wald my will gainftand?? 1®@. 
** I dreimd that I gaed to my bouir dore, 
“© And a deid man tuke my hand.” 


Lv 
‘ Suith dreims are fcant,’ faid the proud baron, 
And leuch wi jearing glie ; 
‘ But for this {weit kifs my winfum dame 1s 
* Neift time dreim better o me.” 
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Wa 
‘ For I hecht to meit with lord Rothmar, 
‘ To chafe the fallow deer; 
« And {peid we weil, by the our o nune, 
“ We fall return bot feir.” 20 


VI. 
Frae his fair lady’s ficht he ftrave 
His ettling fae to hide ; 
But frae the grenewode he came nae back, 
Sin eir that deidly tide. 


VI. 
For Rothmar met him there bot fail, 25 
And bluidy was the ftrife ; 
Lang eir the nunetide mefs was rung, 
They baith war twin’d o life. 


Vill. 
* Forgie, forgie me, Livingfton! 
‘ That I lichtly fet by your dame ; 30 
‘ For furely in.a the warld lives' not 
* A lady mair free frae blame. 


TX. 
* Accurfed be my lawles luve 
‘ That wrocht us baith fic tein !” 
** As I forgie my freind anes deir, 34 
‘* Sae may I be forgien, 


2 a, ** Thouch 
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be 
6 Thouch ye my counfeil fold ha tane 
‘¢ The gait of gyle to efchew ; 
** Yet may my faul receive fic grace Ao 
** As Inow gie to you.” 


XI. 
The lady in her mournfu bouir 
Sat wi richt heavy cheir, 
In ilka fough that the laigh wind gied 
She weind her deir lord to heir, 


XII 
Whan the fun gaed down, and mirk nicht came, 46 
O teirfu were her eyne! 
©} feir, I feir, it was na for nocht 
* My dreims were fae dowie yeftrene !? 


XIII. 
Lang was the nicht, but whan the morn cam, 
She faid to her menie ilk ane ; 
* Hafte, faddle your fteids, and feik the gerenewode; 
‘ For I feir my deir lord is flain? 


50 


XIV 
Richt fune they fand their lord and Rothmar 
Deid in ilk ither’s arm: 
‘I guefs my deir lord that luve of my name it; 
‘ Alane brocht thee to fic harm. 


XV. ‘Nei 


TRAGIC BALLADS. 


XV. 
$ Neir will I forget thy feimly meid, 
‘ Nor yet thy gentle luve ; 
é For fevin lang yeirs my weids of black 
€ That I Iuvd thee as weil fall pruve.’ ow 


XVIII. BINe 


zor S$ ClO. f 1. 80H 
XVII BINNORTIE, 


From Traprrion. 


To preferve the tone as awell as the fenfe of this Ballad, the 
burden foould be repeated through the whole, though it is 


here omitted for the fake of concifeme/s 
a J 


BY Me tenis were twa fifters liv’d in a bouir; 
Binnorie, O Binnorie! 
Their father was a baron of pouir, 
By the bonnie mildams of Binnorie. 
The youngeft was meek, and fair as the May, 


wn 


Whan fhe {prings in the eaft wi the gowden day ; 

The eldeft auftern as the winter cauld, 

Ferce washer faul, and her feiming was bauld. 

A gallant {quire cam fweet Ifabel to wooe ; 

Her fifter had naething to luve I trow ; 10 
But filld was fhe wi dolour and ire, 

To fee that to her the comlie {quire 

Preferd the debonair Ifabel ; 

Their hevin of luve of {pyte was her hell. 

Till ae ein fhe to her fifter can fay 15 
“* Sweit fifter cum let us wauk and play.” 

They wauked up, and they wauked down, 

Sweit fang the birdis in the vallie loun! 
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Whan they cam to the roaring lin, 
She drave unweiting [fabel in. 
‘O fifter! fifter! tak my hand, 
€ And ye fall hae my fiiver fan 5 
¢ O fitter! fitter! tak my middle, 
¢ And ye fall hae my gowden girdle.’ 
Sumtimes fhe fank, fumtimes fhe fwam, 
Till fhe cam to the miller’s dam : 
The miller’s dochter was out that ein 
And faw her rowing down the ftreim. 
t¢ © father deir! in your mill dam 
“ There is either a lady or a milk white fwan!” 
Twa days were gane whan to her deir 
Her wraith at deid of nicht cold apeir : 
‘ My luve, my deir, how can ye fleip, 
¢ Whan your Ifabel lyes in the deep ? 
¢ My deir, how can ye fleip bot pain, 
¢ Whan fhe by her cruel fifter is flain ? 
Up raife he fune in frichtfu mude, 
¢ Bufk ye my meiny and feik the flude.’ 
They focht her up and they focht her doun, 
And fpyd at laft her glifterin gown: 
They rais’d her wi richt meikle care ; 
Pale was her cheik, and grein was her hair! 
‘ Gae, faddle to me my {wifteft fteid, 
‘ Her fere, by my fae, for her dethe fall bleid.’ 
A page cam riuning out owr the lie, 
¢© O heavie tiding I bring!”” quoth he, 
H 4 


29 


a 


30 


42 
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** My luvely lady is far awa gane, 

** We weit the fairy hae her tane ; 

Cane hs “* Her fifter gaed wood wi dule and rage, 
Pea 


my ** Nocht cold we do her mind to fuage. 5a 
ain “O Ifabel! my fifter!”” the wold ery, 

| * For thee will I weip, for thée will’ I die!” 

hi ~. €¢ ‘Till late yeftreenie in an elfic hour 

Ripe ** She lap frae aft the hicheft touir”? 

Wi * Now fleip fhe in peace!’ quoth the gallant Squire, 55 

* Her dethe was the maift that I'cold require ; 

€ But [ll main for the my Ifabel deir, 


‘ Binnorie, O Binnorie ! 
* Full mony a dreiry dyy, bot weir,’ 
* By the bonnie mildams of Binnorie.” 69 


XIX, THE 
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KIX. THE DEATH OF MENTEITH. i 
From TRADITION, 


I. le 
(* HRILLY fhriek’d the rag'ng wind, 
S And rudelie blew the blatt ; 
Wi awfum blink, throuch the dark ha, 
-The {peidy lichtning paft. f . 


iI. 
* Ohear ye nae, frae mid the loch, 
* Arife a deidiy grane ? 


¢ Sae evir does the {pirit warn, 
* Whan we fum dethe maun mane, 


ill. 
*]T feir, I feir me, gude Sir John, 
“Ye are nae fafe wi me: 10) 
¢ What wae wald fill my heart gin ye | 
‘ Sold in my caftle drie !’ 


IV. 
‘* Ye neid nae feir, my leman deir, 
“* Ym ay fafe when wi thee ; > 
" And gin I maun nae wi thee live, : 15 
** J here wad with to die.’ | 


His man cam rinning to the ha 


Wi wallow cheik belyve : 
«Si fohn Menteith, your faes are neir, 


* And ye maun fhe or firive. 20 


VE 
@ What count fyne leads the cruel knicht ?” 
* Phrie ipeirmen to your ane; 
€ 3 red ye flie, my mafter. deir, 


¢ Wi {pcid, or ye’ll be flain,” 


VIt. 
¢¢ Fak ye this gown, my deir Sir John, 2g 
¢¢ To hide your fhyning mail: 
«¢ A boat waits at the hinder port 


¢¢ Owr the braid loch to fail.” 


VIIf. 
«© © whattem a piteous fhriek was yon 
«© That fough’d upo my eir?’” 39 
¢ Nae piteous fhriek I trow, ladie, 


* Bot the rouch blait ye heir,’ 


IX. 
They focht the caftle, till the morn, 
Whan they were bown’d to gae, 
They faw the boat turn’d on the loch, 35 
Sir John’s corfe on the brae. 


6 XX, LORD 
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XX. LORD AIR TH’s COMPLAINT. | 


Mf 
From a MANUSCRIPT, lee 
} 


F thefe fad thoughts could be exprefs’d F 
o 9 Bu 
. Wharwith my mind is now poffefs’d, | 
My paffion micht, difclos’d, have reft, 
My griefs reveal'd micht fle s 


But ftill that mind which dothe forbere a 
To yield a groan, a fich, or teire, y 
May by its prudence, much I fear, et 


Encreafe it’s miferie. 


ite 
My heart which ceafes now to plaine, 
To fpeke it’s griefs in mournful tlraine, Io 
And by fad accents eafe my paine, 
Is ftupefied with woe. 


For leffer cares doe murne and crie, 
While greater cares are mute and die 3 
As iffues run a fountain drie, 1s 


Which ftop’d wold overflow. 
Ytl, My 
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III. 
My fichs are fled; noteirs now rin, 
But {well to whelm my foul within, 
How pitieful the cafe ’m in, 
Admire but doe not trie, 
sroffes I micht juftly pruve, 


re common forrows far abuve; 


; gviefs ay in a circle muve, 


And will doe till I die. 


p'4y'4) 4 
From TRADITION. 


I. 
¥ WISH I were where Helen lies! 
A. Night and day on me fhe cries 
To bear her companys 
O would that in her darkfome bed 
My weary frame to reft were laid 
From love and anguifh free ! 


II. 
I hear, I hear the welcome found 
Break flowly from the trémbling mound 
_ ‘That ever calls on me: 
Oh bleffed virgin! could my power 
Vye with my with, this very hour 
I'd fleep death’s fleep with thee: 


III. 
A lover’s figh, a lover’s tear, 
Attended on thy timelefs bier : 
What more can fate require H 
I hear, I hear the welcome found— 
Yes}; I will feek the facred ground; 
And on thy grave expire. 
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The worm now taftes that rofy mouth, 

Where glowed, fhort time, the {miles of youth ; 
And in my heart’s dear home, 

ae Her fnowey bofom, loves to lye.— 

[ hear, I hear the welcome cry! 


(a I come, my love! I come. 


V 
O life begone! thy irkfome fcene 
Can bring no comfort to my pain: 
Thy icenes my pain recall! 
My joy 


o 


is grief, my life is dea } 


Since fhe for whom J lived is ded - 


tv » 


My love, my hope, my all. 


VI. 
.“Yake, take me to thy lovely fide, 
~ Of my loft youth thou only bride ! 
O take me to thy tomb! 
I hear, I hear the welcome found! 
Yes life can fly at forrow’s wound, 


iL come, I come, I come, 
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ARL Douglas then wham nevir knicht 
Had valour mair nae courtetie, 
Is now fair blam’d by a the land ! 
For lichtlying o his gay ladie, of 
: ta 


* * % % % 


* Gae little page, and tell my lord, 

« Gin he will cum and dyne wi me, 
“7’ll fer him on a feat o gowd, 

« And ferve him on my bended knie.” 


* * Re & 


© Now wae betide ye black Falftnels, 
¢ Bot and an ill deid may ye die! 
* Ye was the firit and formoft man 
“ Wha pairted my true lord and me? 


ae = 


a a 


% 


he She has called to her her bouir maidens, 
She has called them ane by ane:., 
‘© There lyes a deid man in my bouir, 4 


«© | with that he war gane,”” 


They ha bocted him and {purred him, , 
As he was wont.to ryde, 
|i A hunting horn ty’d round his waift, 


A fharp tword by his fyde. 


7 


‘Then up and fpak a bonnie bird, 
hat fat upo the trie ; 


¢ What hae ye done wi Earl Richard, 


© Ye was his gay ladie:’ 


6¢ Cum doun, cu’n doun, my bonnie bird, 
«€ And licht upo my hand ; 
4¢ And ye fhall hae a cave o gowd, 


‘¢ Whar ye hae but the wand.” 


“ Awa, awa, ye ill wontan! 


oe) 


« Nae cage o gowd for me} 
‘As ye hae done to Earl Richard; 


* $ae wad ye doe to me.’ 
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See ye the caftle’s lonelie wa, ne 
That rifes in yon yle? 

There Angus mourns that eir he did 
His fovereign’s luve begyle. 


ery + © & *% FF HH 


‘ O will ye gae wi me fair maid? 
-€ OQ will ye gae wi me? d: we 
¢1’ll fet you in'a bouir o gowd ata: 
‘ Nae haly cell ye’fe drie,’ 


“© O meikle lever wald I gang 
‘* To bide for ay wi thee, 

*¢ Then heid the king my father’s will, 
‘¢ The haly cell to drie. 


** Sin I maun nevir fee nor fpeke 
‘¢ Wi him I luve fae deir, 

¢< Ye are the firft man in the land i 

** I wald cheis for my fere.” | 
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IV. 


Whar yon cleir burn frae dowm the loch, 
Rins faftlie to the fea, 
There latelie bath’d in hete o nune 


A fquire of valeur hie. 


He kend nae that the faufe mermaid 
There us’d to beik and play, 

Or he had neir gane to the bathe, 
I trow, that dreirie day. 


Nae funer had he deft his claiths, 
Nae funer gan to {wim, 
Than up the rais’d her bonnie face 


Aboon the glittering ftreim. 


ie youth, gin ye will cum 
¢ And be my leman der, 
€ Ye fall ha pleafance o ilk fort, 


¢ Bot any end or feir. 


¢T’ll tak ye to my emraud ha 


¢ Wi perles lichted rouud ; 


¢ Whar ye fall live wi luve and me, 


¢ And neir by bale be found. 


a 
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NOTES, 


BR ENP ea 92. Vege NT ame a tae 


ea ra males he I, 


ARDYKNUTE.] This name is of Danifh 

extract, and fignifies Canute the frrong. Hardy 
in the original implies frong, not valiant; and though 
ufed in the latter fenfe by the Englifh, yet the Scots 
ftill take it in its firft' acceptation. ‘* The names in 
‘¢ Cunningham,” fays Sir David Dalrymple, “ are all 
«¢ Saxon, as is the name of the country itfelf.”? An- 
nals of Scotland, az. 1160, note. The Danifh and 
Saxen are both derived from the old Gothic, and 
were fo fimilar, that a perfon of the one nation 
might underftand one of the other {peaking in his 
proper tongue. From the names and whole tenor of 


2 


mw O7rT 


E S. 


116 


this poem, I am inclined to think the chief fcene is 
laid in Cunninghamfhire ; where likewife the battle of 
Largs, fuppofed to be that fo nobly defcribed in the 
firft part, was fought. 


Ver. 5. Britons.} This was the common name 
which the Scots gave the Englifh anciently, as may be 
obferved in their old poets; and particularly Bind 
Harry, whofe teftimony indeed can only be relied on, 
as to the common language and manners of his time; 
his Life of Wallace being a tiffue of the moft abfurd fa- 
bles ever mingled. 

V. 9. Hie on a hill, &c.} This neceflary caution 
in thofe times, when ftrength was the only protection 
from violence, is well painted by a contemporary French 
bard: 

Un chafteau fcay fur roche efpouvantable, 
En lieu venteux, la rive perilleufe, 
La vy tyrant feant a haute table, 
En grand palais, en fal plantureufe, &c. 
D? Alliac, Eveque de Cambray. 


V.12. Knicht.) Thefe knights were only military 
officers attending the earls, barons, &c. as appears 
from the hiflories of the middle ages. See Selden, 
Tit. Hon. P.M. c. 5. The name is of Saxon origin, 
and of remote antiquity, as is proved by the following 
fragment of a poem on the Spanith expedition of 
Charles the Great, written at that period: © 
Sie 


N O 1 k, De I 17 


Sie xeflugen ros unde man 
Mit ire fearfen /piexen 5 
Thie gore mofin an theme plote binnen wliezex: 
Ther fite was under goten kneghten, 
Sic kunden. wole vochtn, 
Lace. 
Occiderunt equos’et viros 
Acutis fuis haftis ; 
Deos opportuit fanguine fluere : 
Hic mos erat inter nobiles zzlites, 
Poterant optime pugnare- 
MS. de Bello Car. M. Hip. apud Keyfler diff. de 
Cultu Solis, Freji, €© Orhini; Hale, 1728. 


The oath which the ancient knights of Scotland gave 
at their inveftiture is preferved in a letter of Drummond 
of Hawthornden to Ben Jonfon, and is as follows : 

ri Joall fortifie and defend the true holy Catholique and 
Chriftian Religion, prefently profeffed, at all my power. 

I foall be loyal and true to my Sovereign Lord the King his 
Majefly; and do honour and reverence to all orders of che- 
valrie, and to the soble office of arms. 

I frall fortifie and defend juftice to the uttermoft of my 
power, but feid or favour. 

I fall never flie from the King’s Majefty my Lord and 
Maffer, or bis lieutenant, in time of battel or medly with 
aifeonour. 


Ito 


LT foall defend my native country from all aliens and frangers 
at all my power. 
I foall maintain and defend the honceft adoés and quarrels of 
all ladies of, honour, widows, orphims, and maids of good fame. 
Lfhall do diligence, wherewer I-hear* telthere are any 
ne 


‘ 7 ‘ q 
traitors, murtberers, rievers, and mafierful thecves and out- 


laws, that fuppre/s the poor, ‘to bring them to the law at all 


anny AnzieoFr inj 
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LT fall maintain aed defend the noble and’ gallant ftate of 
chevalrie with borfes, harnefes, and other knichtly apparel to 
wy Power. ' 

J foall be diligent ti enquire, and feek to have the know- 
ledge of all points and articles, tonching or conterning my duty, 
contained in the bac k of-< bevalry, 

All and fundry the premifes Loblige me to keep and falfill, 


So help me God by my own hand, and by God himfelfs 


A. curious accauat of the rife and progrefs of knight- 
hood, and its influence.on fociety, may.be found in, a 
leatned and ingenious work. lately. publifhed by. Dr. 
Stuart, intitied,...4 view of Society in Luv ope, or Enquiries), 


couceruing the Hiflory of Law, Goverdment, and Mannsks. 


V.i6.° Emergard.] 'n the ‘comtiton copies “it ‘is 
Elenor, and indeed in all the recitals I have heard ; ‘but 


in a late edition publifhed with other Scotifh fongs at 


Edinburgh, 1776, itis rightly read as*here. Emergard, 
ov Ermengarde, was daughter of the Vifcount of Beau- 


mont, 
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mont, and'wife of William the Lyon. She died in 1233 
As the name was uncommon, and of difficult pronun- 
ciation, the rehearfers feem to have altered it to Elezor, 
which has none of thefe defects, 


The battle of Largs, fuppofed to be that meant in 
this poem, was fought on the firit of Auguit 1263, fo 
that queen Emergard was dead thirty years before ; 
yet this can amount to no error in chronology, as the 
verfes evidently imply that the lady of Hardyknute Jad 
no equal in the kingdom for beauty fave the queen in 
the prime of the youth and beauty of both, which 
might well be forty years, or more, before the period of 
action in the poem, 


V. 25. Fairly.}. This namefeems likewife of Saxon 
origin. There is a finall ifland and a rivulet in Cun- 
ningham {till called Fairly ife and Fairly Burn. 

Vv. 43. Taventy thoufand glittering fpeirs, &c.] ‘This 
agrees with Buchanan’s account, Acho—v'ginti millia 
militum expofuit. libe 7. Torfeus afferts this number of 
the Norwegians was left dead on the field; but upon 
what authority I know not, as the ancient relations of 
the battle of Largs fupport not his teftimony. See 
Fobnftone’s Tranflation of Haco’s Expedition to Scotland 
in the year 1263, fromthe Plateyan and Frifian M88, 
printed at Copenhagen 1782. 

V. 49. Page]: The Pages in the periods of chi- 
valry were of honourable account. The young war- 
bia ricrs 
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tiors were firft denominated pages, then walets, or damei- 
Jeaux, from which degree they reached that of ecuyer, or 
Squire, and from this that of knight, See Du Cange, 
voc. Faleti, & Domicellus. St. Palaye, Mem. fur Vane. 
Cheval. P. I. 

V. 61. He bas tane ahora; &c.] The horn, or bugil, 
was anciently ufed by the Scots initead of the trumpet. 
They were fometimes richly ornamented, as appears 
from Lindfay’s defcription of that of Sir Robert Coch: 
ran. ‘* The horn he wore was adorned with jewels 
** and precious ftones, and tipped with fine gold at 
** both ends.” Ai. of Scotland, J. Ill. 

V. 83. Weitmoreland’s ferce heir.] Heir, in the old 
Scotifh acceptation, feems derived from the Latin 4e- 
rus, and fignifies not apparent fuccefor, but prefent lord. 
As in the following lines of Bind Harry: 


Of Southampton he hecht baith heir and lord. 
aS at ae 
Of Glocefter the huge lord and heir. 
Bolte tt. 
And in this of Duxbar, | 
Befoir Mahoun the heir of hell. 


V.107—112.] This minute defeription might lead 
us to fufpect, that a female hand had: fome part in this 
compolition. But, before our minftrel, Homer has fhewn 


himfelf 
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himfelf an adept in the lady’s drefs. ‘To the. curious 
remarks on the variation of the Britifh habit, given'us by 
Mr. Walpole, in his -dnecdotes of Painting, and Mr. Granger, 
in his Biographical Hifory, might be added the follow- 
ing notice from: a reverend minifter of the church of 
Scotland. ‘‘ About 1698 the women got a cuftome ‘of 
‘¢ wearing few garments: I myfelfe have feen the young 
‘¢ brifk ladies walking on the ftreets with mafks on their 
‘< faces, and with one. onlie thin petticoat and their 
‘© {moak ; fo thin that one would make a confcience of 
‘< {weiring they were not naked.”’ Mi/cellanies, by Mr. 
Sohn Bell, iminifier at Gladjmuir, MS. pen. Edit. itl 
Apparel. 

V. 112. Save that of Fairly fair.] Working at the 
needle, &c. was reckoned an honourable employment 
by the greateit ladies of thofe times. Margaret, the 
queen of Malcolm III. as we learn from her life written 
by Turgot her confeffor, employed the letfure hours of 
her ladies in this manner. See Lord Hales’ Annals of 
Scotlazd, an. 1093. 

V. 121. Sir Knicht.}] ‘* The addition Sir to the 
<¢ names of knights was in ufe before the age of Ed- 
¢¢ ward I. and is from Sire, which in old French fignifies 
‘¢ Scignieur or Lord. Though applicable to all knights 
‘*it ferved properly to diftinguifh thofe of the order 
‘¢ who were not barons.” .Dr. Stuart, Veew of Society, 
&c, Notes on fect. 4. chap. ii, p. 269. 

LN sth 2g 
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14 V. 123—128.. The cuftom of the ladies ‘tending 
un the wounded knights was common in tKofe romantic 
ages. Lydgate, whole ftory is ancient, but whofe mar- 
ners are thofe of his own times, has an inftance in The 
Pha Story of Thebes, partii. Speaking of the daughter of Ly- 
qh eurgus and Tideus ; 


f To a chamber fhe led him up aloft. 
Hue: Full well befeine, there in a bed right foft, 


ie Richly abouten apparrailed 
| i With clothe of gold, all the floure irailed 
Of the fame both in length and brede : 
it And firft this lady, of her womanhede, 

: Her women did bid, as goodly as they can, 

To be attendant unto this wounded man ¢ 
And when he was unarmed to his fhert, 
She made firft wath his woundis {imert, 
‘And ferch hem well with divers inftruments, 
And made fet fundrie ointments, &c, 

And in an excellent piece of old Englith poetry; ftyled 
SuCauline, publithed by Dr. Percy in the firft volume 
of his Religues, when the king is informed that knight 
stick, he fays, 


Fetche me down my daughter deere, 


oheis a leeche fulle fine, Ve i295. 30% 


Ve. 145 
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V. r4g—1¢2.] This ftanza is now firft- printed. 
Té is furprifing it’s omiffion was not marked in the frag- 
ment formerly publifhed, as without it ‘the circum- 
ftance of the knight’s complaint js altogether! foreign 
and vague.’ The lofs was attempted to be glofled over: 
by many variations of the preceding four lines, but the’ i 
defect was" palpable'to the moft inattentive iphy bh 


V.3154. Lord Chattan.} This ‘is a very’ ancient 
and honourable Scottifh furname. - Somé genealosifts- 
derive them from the Chaéi, an ancient German tribe ; i 4 ; 
btit others, with more probability, from the Gilehattaw Te e 
of Ireland. ‘St.-Chatran was' one of the firft Scotith * i 
confeffors, to whom was dedicated the priory of Ard-" ok 
chattan in Lorn; founded in 1230, and fome others he * 
through the kingdom. The chief of the clan Chaitan ° oe | 
dying in the reign of David I. without male iffue, the 
clan affamed the anceftor of the M*Pherfons for’ fi- 
perior, by which means the name appears to have ie a 
been loft in that of M‘Pferfon, See Buchanan’s Brief a 
Enguiry into the G enealogy and Prejent State of Ancient 
Scottifh Surnames. Glatgow, 1723, 4to, p. 67. 

We however find the Clan Chattan mentioned as late 
as'1590. in The Hiflary, of the Leuds and Confligis of the 
Clans, publifoed from a MS, of the reign of James Vl, 
Glafgow, 17643; where a Macintofh is called their 
chief. ) 


W..re6. 
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V. 159-] Though we learn from Buchanan’s Equiry, 
&c. that the clan Chattan are faid to have come into 
Scotland long before the expulfion of the Picts, yet I 
do not find this pretty anecdote, which is much in the 
fpirit of Homer, has any foundation in hiftory. 
The empire of the Pié&s was demolifhed by Kenneth 
about four centuries before the apparent date of the 
events narrated in this poem. 

V. 169. Mak orifoas, &c.] This is perfectly in the 
ftyle of knighthood. Before they entered into com- 
bat they folemly invoked the aid of God, their Saviour, 
or their miftrefs: religion and gallantry being the 
prime motives of all their adventures. Les premieres 
legans qu'on leur. domnoit regardoient principalement Pamour 
de Dieu et des. dames, Cet & dire la religion et la galanterie. 
St. Palaye, tome i. p. 7. The poets of thefe times be- 
gan, in like manner, the defcription of a favage con- 
fliét, or of their lady’s graces, with religious invocation. 
Many examples of which appear in the Hiffoire des Trou- 
badours of L’Abbé Milot, and the Specimens of Welfh 
Poetry Seat d by Mr. Evans. — So blind is the untu- 
tored mind to the proper difcrimination.of it’s ideas ! 

V.i179- Playand Pibrochs.] “Of the pibroch I can- 
not give'a ited account than in the’ words of an ex- 
cellent author. © A pibroch'is a fpecies of tune ‘pe- 
‘culiar, I think, to the Highlands and Weftern Ifles of- 

‘ Scotland. It is performed on a bagpipe, and differs 
* totally from ail other mufic. Its rythm is fo irregu- 
¢ Jar, 
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'€ Jar, and its notes, efpecially in the quick movement, 
‘ fo mixed and huddled together, that a ftranger finds 
4 it almoft impoffible to reconcile his ear to it, fo as to 
‘ perceive its modulation. Some of thele-pibrochs, being 
‘ intended to reprefent a battle, begin with a grave mo- 
‘ tion refembling a march, then gradually quicken into 
‘the onfet; run off with noify confufion, and turbu- 
‘lent rapidity, to imitate the confiict and purfuit ; 
© then fwell into a few flourifhes of triumphant joy ; 
‘and perhaps clofe with the wild and flow wailings of 
‘a funeral proceflion.’ Efays by Dr. Beattie, Svo. ed. 
Pp. 422. note. 

V. 188, Eir faes their dint mote drie.| This is fubfti- 
tuted in place.of a line of confummate nonfenfe, which 
has ftained all the former editions. Many fuch are cor- 
rected in this imprefiion from comparing different re« 
hearfals, and {till more from conjecture. When an ig- 
norant perfon is defired to repeat a ballad, and is at a 
lofs for the original expreffion, he naturally fupplies it 
with whatever abfurdity firft occurs to him, that will 
form arime. Thefe the Editor made not the {mallieit 
{cruple to correét,-as he always imagined that common 
fenfe might have its ufe even in emendatory criticifm. 

Vs 203+ But on bir forehead, &c.| The circumftances 
in this defcription feem borrowed from thofe of different 
battles betwixt the Kings of Scotland and Norway. I 
find in no hiftorian that Alexander was wounded in the 
wattle of Largs; on the contrary, it is even doubted 


whether 
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whether he was prefent; but in that near Nairn Mal- 
colm II. was wounded on the head. Rez, acceplo in 
capite vulnere, Vix a fuis in propinguum nemus ablatus, ac ibi 
equo pofitus, mortem evafit. Buchan. libs: VE. 

V. 223. Hire dames to wail your darling’s fall.) This 
cuftom of employing women to mourn for the warriors 
who fell in battle, may be traced to the moft diftant 
antiquity. Lucilius, one of the earlieft Roman poets, 
in a couplet preferved by Nonius, mentions this prat- 
tice ; 

Mercede que conduct fient alieno in funere prefica 

Multa &F capillos fcindunt, 5 clamant magis. 

Among the Northern nations it partook of their bar- 
barity. ‘ Inter eas autem ceremonias a barbara gente 
‘ acceptas fuiffe et has, ut genas roderunt muliercule, 
‘ hoc eft unguibus faciem dilaniarent et /efum facerent, 
‘id eft fanguinem e venis mitterent, doloris teftandi 
‘ergo; id quod Germani patria voce dicunt, Eiz laff 
© thun oder haben.’ Elias Schedius de Diis Germ. Syng. II. 
c. st. A fimilar mode of teftifying their grief for the 
death of their chiefs, ftill obtains in the Highlands, as 
we are informed by Mr. Pennant in his amufing Tour ia 
Scotland. 

V. 225. Coftly Fupe.] This was the Sagum,.or mili- 
tary veft of the Gauls and Germans. Dr. Stuart has 
with curious ingenuity derived the fcience of Blazonry 
from the ornaments which were in time added to them. 
Ubi Jupra, p. 286, 287. fies 
Virgil 
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Virgil has a paflage remarkably fimilar to this, in 
defcribing the habit of the Gauls, I think in AineidVIII. 
Aurea cafaries illis, atque aurea veftis 
Virgatis lucet fagulis. 


_V. 229. Beir Norfe that gift, &c.] This has been 
generally mifunderftood: the meaning is, Bear that gift 
to the King of Norway, and bid, &c. 

V.%290. 2450) Thefe vaunts are much in Homer’s 
mnanner, and are finely characteriftic. The obfcure 
metaphor which conveys them illuftrates a beautiful re- 
mark of an ancient critic, That allegory has a fublime 
effect when applied to threatning. Meyarsiov 8 ri ise» 
HOLT ena % pAChAsGCe ty Taig aT oEtAcbs’ obov we 6 Asoworos 
ets, ° SOs retliyes & HUTOKS aoovTas ocaojeober. Demet. Phal. de 
Eloc. ¢. gg: 

V. 265. Whar lyke a fyre to hether fet.) This appofite 
fimile alludes to an ancient practice of the Scots, termed 
Mare burning. ‘The progrefs of the flame was fo quick, 
that many laws appear in their Acts ot f Parliament, pro- 
hibiting its being ufed when any corn was ftanding on 
ground adjacent to the heath intended to be burnt, 
though at a confiderable diftance from the fpot where 
the flame was kindled. 

V. 285. Sore taken he was, fey ‘| Fey here fignifies 
dnly indeed, im fay, or, in faith: it is commonly ufed 
by the old Scotifh poets ia a fatcaftic or irenical 


fenfe. 
Ve 305¢ 
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V. 305. O2 Norway’s coaff, &c.] ‘Thefe verfes are in 
the fineft {tyle of Ballad poetry. ‘They have been well 
imitated by a modern writer, who feems indebted, for 
the beft ftrokes of his firft production, to a tafte for 
tuch compofitions : 


Hen Ye dames of Denmark ! even for you I feel, 
f Who, fadly fitting on the fea-beat fhore, 
i ee Long look for Lords that never fhall return, 
Pe Douglas, A& IU. 
i I cannot conclude my obfervations upon the defcrip- 
tion here given of the battle, without adding, that 
though perhaps not the moft fublime, it is the moft 
animated -and interefting to be found in any poet. It 
yields not to any in Offian for lively painting, nor to 
any in Homer for thofe little anecdotes and ftrokes of 
nature, which are fo defervedly admired in that maf- 
ter. ‘ Poetry and Rhetoric,’ fays the author of an En- 
quiry into the origin of ow Ideas of the Sublime and 
Beautiful, ‘ do not fucceed in exaét defcription fo well 
* as Painting does ; their bufinefs is to affect rather by 
* fympathy than imitation; to difplay rather the effect 
* of things on the mind of the {peaker, or of others, 
* than to prefent a clear idea of the things themfelves. 
* This is their moft extenfive province, and that in 
* which they fucceed the beft.’ Will he forgive me if I 
offer this rude Scotifh Poem as an example fufficiently 
Mluftrative of this fine remark ? 
Ve 231, 
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V. 321. Loud and chill blew ihe Weftlin wind, &c.)} 
This ftorm is artfully raifed by the magic of Poetry to 
heighten the terrible, which is foon carried to a degree 
not furpaffed in any production ancient or modern, It 
will recall to the reader the like artifice employed in 
the moft fublime paflage of Tafo’s Gierufalemme, end of 
Canto 7.; and of Homer’s Iliad, VIII. ver. 161. of Mr. 
Pope’s Tranflation. 

V. 327. Seimd now as black as moruning weid.] It was 
anciently the cuftom on any mournful event to hang 
the caftle gates with black cloth. This is alluded to 
here, and more particularly mentioned in an excellent 
modern Ballad, entitled The Birth of St. George, which 
difplays no mean knowledge of the manners of chivalry : 


But when he reached his cattle gate 
His gate was hung with black. 


Reliques, Vol, II. Pp: 22% 
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HARDYKNUTE. Part Il. 


"HAVE given the ftanzas now added the title of 

a Second Part, though I had no authority from the 

recital. ‘The break formerly made here by accident 
feemed to call for this paufe to the reader. 


V. 115. Penants.| Thefe were {mall banners charged 
with the arms of the owner, and fometimes borne over 
the helm of the ancient knight by his fquire, and, as 
would feem, even that of the prince, Earl, or Chief 
Baron, by his Baneret. See ver. 331. The Englifh word 
is penon: 

And by his banner borne is his penon, 

Of goid full rich ; in which there was ybete 

‘The minotaure that he wan in Crete, 
Says Chaucer {peaking of Thefeus in Te Knight's Tale. 

V. 262. Draffan’s touirs.) The ruins of Draffan- 

caftle are in Lanarkfhire.—They ftand upon a vatt 
rock hanging over the Nethan (fee v. 329.) which a 
little below runs into the C4de. From this a houte 
fituated very nigh the ruins is called Craignethan. This 
caftle is fo ancient, that the country people there fay it 
was built by the Pechts, which is their common way of 
expreiling the Picts. 
V. 273, 
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V. 273. Ais halbriks] This term for a coat-of mail 
occurs in Blind Harry, It was properly.ufed for one 
compoted of {mall rings of" fteel which yielded to every 
motion of the warrior, and was the fame with the 
lorica hamata of the Romans, fo picturefquely defcribed 
by Claudian: 

Conjuncta per artem 
Flexilis induétis hamatur lamina membris, 
Horribilis vifu, credas fimulacra moveri 
Ferrea, cognatoque viros fpirare metallo. 
Ln Rafin, Lib 

V. 275. Securit by a warloc auld, &c.] The belief 
that certain charms might fecure the pofleflor from 
danger in combat was common in dark ages. ‘ I know 
‘ a fong, by which I foften and enchant the arms of my 
* enemies, and render their weapons of no‘ affect,’ fays 
Odia in his Magic.” Northern Antiq. Vol,-Il. peayys 
Among the Longobards they were forbidden by a pofi- 
tive Law. ‘ Nullus Campio adverfus alterum pugna- 
* turus audeat fuper fe habere herbas nec res ad malvficia 
* pertinentes, nifi tantum corona fua, ‘que conveniunt, 
¢ Et fi fufpicio fuerit quod eas occulte habeat, inquira- 
‘tur per Judicem, et fi invente fuerunt, rejiciantur. 
‘ Poft quam inquifitionem, extendet manum fuam ipfe 
‘in manu Patrini aut Colliberti fui, ante judicem, 
* dicens, fe nullam rem talem fuper fe habere, deinde ad 
‘ certamen prodeat’ LL. Longob. apud L.Germ, F. Bail. 
Herald, A fimilar notion obtained even in England; 
K 2 as 
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as appears from the oath taken in the Judicial Combat. 
* A. de B. ye fhall fwere that ye have no fone of virtue, 
* nor hearb of virtue, nor charme, nor experiment, nor none 
* othir enchauntment by you nor for you, whereby ye truft 
© the better to overcome C. de D. your adverfarie, that fhall 
* come agens you within thefe lifts in his defence, nor 
‘that ye truft in none othir thynge propirly bot in 
* God, and your body, and your brave quarel. So God 
‘ you help and all halowes, and the holy gofpells.’ Apud 
Dugdale, Orig. Furidic. &F Mijcell. Aulica, Lond. 1702. 
p. 166, And we find in a moft acute and ingenious 
treatife on the point of honour, written in the middle of 
the fixteenth century, that this precaution was efteemed 
neceffary fo late as that period, J/ Duello del Mutio Fuf- 
tinopolitano, In Vineg. 1566. lib. Il. c. 9. De i maleficiz 
et incante. ‘ Et non fenza ragione i moderni Padrini 
‘ fanno {pogliare i cavallieri, che hanno da entrare in 
‘battaglia, et ifcuotere, et diligentemente effaminare 
‘i loro panni, &c,’ Many inftances occur in the ac- 
counts of the civil wars of France, and of the Nether- 
lands: and more particularly in the very curious ftory 
of Gowrie’s Confpiracy, publifhed by James VI. at Ediz- 
burgh, 1600, 4to. His Majefty having before his 
‘ parting out of that towne, caufed to fearch the fayde 
‘ Earle of Gowries pockets, in cafe any letters that 
¢ might further the difcovery of that confpiracie might 
‘ be founde therein. But nothing was found in them, 
‘but a little clofe parchment bag full of magical 
* characters, 
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¢ characters, and wordes of enchantment, wherein it 
* feemed that hee had put his confidence, thinking him- 
© felf never fafe without them, and therefore ever car- 
‘ ried them about with him; being alfo obferved, that 
‘while they were upon him, his wound, whereof he 
«died, bled not; but incontinent, after the taking of 
‘ them away, the blood gufhed out in great abundance, 
‘to the great admiration of all the beholders.’ See 
likewife Memoirs of the Affairs of Scotland, by Dawd 
Moyes, Edin. 1755. where this piece is reprinted wer - 
batim. Maifter WilliamRynd, a fervant of Lord Gewrie’s, 
depofition in the fame volume, fp. 297, has fingular 
anecdotes with regard to thefe chara¢fers. 

V. 276. Fairy charm.] The word fairy feemes to have 
been accepted by the ancient Englifh and Scotifh poets 
for fupernatural, or enchanted. So Chaucer fpeaking of 
Cambu/can’s horfe, 

It was of fairie, as the peple femed. 
Squires Tale, p. te 


V. 362.] It was the priviledge of the knights to hide 
their faces with armour, fo that it was impoffible to 
diftinguifh any one from another, except by his d/azen, 
which feems at firft to have been difplayed over them, 
but came at length to be painted on their fhields, 
whence Coats of Arms. A villein was obliged to have his 
countenance uncovered in battle. ‘This circumftance 
attended to will fave our wonder at Hardyknute’s not 
GE knowing 
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knowing Draffan in the ‘Firit ‘Part, ‘and Draffan’s not 
perceiving Malcolm here till his {pear tore oft his vifor; 
though Kothiay knows Dratlan either from his wearing 
a b/azon on his armour, or from his face being uncovered 
in order to breathe from the combat. 

V. 389. Cheir ye my mirrie men, &c.] It fhould have 
been resparked on the firft appearance’ of this word, 
P. [. v, 199, that) mirrie was anciently ufed in‘a very 


different fenie from its prefent. It fignified Loney trae, 


faithjul, bat no where jovial, King James V1, in his 


Deemonilogie NiS. pen. Edit. * Surelie the difference vul- 


* gaire put. betwixt thame is verrie sirrie, and in a man- 
‘ner trew.’ pote. And again in:p. 18. * Many one 
© aud mirrie mien.’ In like manner Merlin’s Prophecies are 
ftyled ‘ Merrie words,’ in that of Beid, Proph. of Rymer, &¢. 
V. 413. \Ob King of Hevin! {| “This is a common ap- 
yellation of the Deity with the more ancient Scottifh 
Poets. Ly Hevins ing, is the familiar oath of Bund 
Harrie’s heroes, 

V. 419. Hy my Forbere’s faul.] Swearing by the fouls 
of their anceftors was another ufed mode in thofe times. 
tS he greateit thought this oath moft ftrong and honeur- 
able; probably becauie jt implied the fouls of their 
forefathers were in heaven, and, as was then believed, 
might lend them a fupernatural aid, if the intention of 
their oath was juft and unblameable. 

vs 
is ob{cure: the meaning | apprehend is, that Draffan 

had, 


21. § Now mind your aith,' &c.] This paflage 


{ 
4 
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had, before the combat, exacted an oath of Allan his 
baneret, that he would flay him, fhould the neceflity of 
his affairs demand this facrifice. More willing to iofe 
his own life than poffibly to take that of his great anta- 
gonift, he commands Allan to fulfil his engagement, 
which, with all the heroic faith of thofe times, he does 
without a paufe. The particular expreffion ¢ 74: fhynand 
‘ blade’ might lead us to imagine, that it was thought 
impoflible to pierce the fuppofed enchanted armour, 
but with one particular weapon, likeways perhaps 
charmed. 

~V. 437. Icoln.] The Nunnery at Icolm, or Icolm- 
kill, was one of the moft noted in Scotland. The 
Nuns were of the order of Augu/fine, and wore a white 
gown, and above it a rocket of fine linen. Spotifwoed's 
Account of the Religious Houfes in Scotland, p. 50g. The 
ruins of this nunnery are {till to be feen, with many 
tombs of the Princeffes; one of which bears the year 
1000. Martin’s Weftern Ilands, p. 262. 

I cannot conclude my remarks on this Poem without 
wafting one on the ftory of Mrs. Wardlaw. That this 
lady may have indeed received a MS. of it as mentioned 
in Dr. Perey’s introductory note, is highly probable. 
Many valuable MSS. prepared for the prefs, have had 
a worfe fate. But that fhe was the author of this 
capital compofition, fo fraught with icience of ancient 
manners as the above notes ‘teftify, I will no more 
eredit, than that the common people in Lanarkfhire, 
K 4 whe 
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who can repéat feraps of both the parts, are thé 
zuthcrs of the paflages they rehearfe.. That fhe did not 
refule the name of being the original compofer is a 
ftrange argument: would not the firft poet in Europe 
think it added to his reputation ? If conjecture may. be 
allowed where proof muft ever be wanting, I fufped, 
if we alhyn the end of the fifteenth century as the date 
of the antique parts of this noble production, we fhall 
not greatly err ; though at the fame time the language 
muift convince us that many ftrokes have been beftowed 
by modern hands. 

Since the firft publication of this volume, Sir David 
Dalrymple, Lord Hales, whofe abilities have been fo 
often, and fo fuccefsfully, exerted in illuftrating the 
antiquities of his country, to the law and the literature 
of which he is fo great an ornament, has communi- 
cated to the Editor fome notices with regard to this 
poem of Hardyknute, which fhall here be laid before 
the reader, almoft in his own words. 

The following are extracts of a letter written by Sir 
John Bruce of Kinrofs, to Lord Binning, about the 
year 1719. 

‘ To perform my promife, I fend you a true copy of 
‘the manufcript 1 found, fome weeks ago, in a vault 
‘at Dumferline. It is written on vellum ina fair 
© Gothic character; but fo much defaced by time, as 
¢ you'll find that the tenth part is not legible.’ 


Sit 
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Sir John tranfcribes fome ftanzas, which he calls 
werfes. After 1.112, P. I. he fays, ‘here are four 
¢ yerfes defaced,’ and then he tranfcribes |, 113. 

At l. 128 he adds, Aiatus in MS, and then he tran- 
feribes 1.153. At 1. 320 he fays, ¢ Here are ten verfes 
“(ftanzas) fo fpoilt that I can only euefs by the ‘many 
‘ proper names, that they contain the order of battle 
‘ of the Scots army, as they ftood ranged under their 
¢ different chieftains.’ 

In conclufion Sir John fays, ‘ there’s a vaft deal more 
“of it, but all defaced.’ 

The reader is left to judge whether this ftory of the 
manufcript on vellum, &c. has moft the appearance of 
a true narrative, or of a jew a’ efprit addreffed to a fami- 


liar friend. 


Lord Hales has a copy of the original edition of Har- ‘ 


dyknute, with MS. alterations, in the hand writing of 
Dr. John Clerk, Phyfician in Edinburgh. Atl. 8¢, 
it has ¢ brade ‘Thomas ;’ Sir John Bruce has ‘ dred Mal- 
‘colm.’? Atl. 98, Sir John Bruce’s MS. has ‘ Walter’ 
mftead of * Malcolm. At 1. 103, ‘ brazen’ for 
¢filver;? and at 1. 104, ‘iron doors,’ for ¢ painted 
* bowers.’ 
In Dr. Clerk’s MS. lines, 176—180 run thus; 
To join his king adown the hill, 
In haft his ftrides he bent ; 
While minftrels playand pibrochs fine, 
Afore him ftately went. 


N 
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In Dr. Clerk’s MS. the ftanza On Noraway’s coaft, 8c. 
comes in after the ftanza There on a lee with much pro- 
prety: that reading is therefore followed in this edi- 
tion. 

At 1. 337. for, ‘ owr’ the MS. has ¢ oy’, 
bina | The laft line in the MS. was originally, 


ad He feared a coud be feared; 


beer but has been changed into that which occurs in later 
! editions, 


CHILD MAURICE. 


HIS is undoubtedly the true title of this incom- 

parable Ballad, though corrupted into Gil Mor- 
rice by the nurfes and old women, from whofe mouths 
it was originally publithed. Child feems to have been of 
equal importance with Damoifeau (See note on P. I, 
v. 49. of idardyknute) and applicable to a young noble- 
man when about the age of fifteen. It occurs in Shak- 
{peare’s Lear, in the following line, probably borrowed 
ftom fome old romance or ballad, 

Child Roland to the dark tower came. 
A IIL. S. 7. 


And 
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And in Chaucer’s Rime of Sir Topas, Child is evidently 
ufed. to denote a young and noble knight. Many in- 
ftances might likewife be brought from Spenfer for this 
fignification. 

Gil Morrice is only the northern pronunciation of 
the true name of this ballad: Gz/ about Aberdeen, &c. 
ftill fignifies Child, as it does in Galic; witnels the name 
Gilcbrif, the child of Chrift, &c. 

V. 62. He bent his bow.) Archery was enjoined the 
Scotifh warrior at a very early age, as appears from’ 
many fpecial laws to that effect, and particularly the 
following one of James I. * Item, That all men butk 
‘them to be Archeres fra. they be: swelfe yetr of age, 
¢ and that in ilk ten pundis worthe of lande their be 
¢ maid bowmarkis, and {peciallie neir to Paroche kirkis, 
‘quhairin upon haly daies men may cum, and at the, 
¢ leift fehutte thrife about, and have ufage-ot archerie: 
‘and quha fa ufis not the faid archerie, the Laird of 
‘the lande fali raife of him a wedder; and giff the 
¢ Laird raifes not the faid payne, the King’s {chireffe or 
‘his minifters, fhall raife it to the King.’ Perl. I. 
§ 18. 

V. 95. ezar.] This word is perhaps the fame with 
_mazer, as ufed by the Englifh poets, 

A mighty mazer bowl of wine was fet. 
‘Spemier, .s-O. Ita; 406 
A 


5 iy 


sre 


: 


1 
A mazer ywrought of the maple ware, 
Spenfer’s Calendar, Augutt, 


So golden mazer wont fufpicion breed 
Of deadly hemlocks poifon’d potion : 


| fays Hall in the prologue to his admirable Satires. Ezar 
a exp will then mean a large bowl of any material. 


bit V. 107, 8. O what means a the folk coming ? My mother 
tarries lang.) ‘This ftroke of nature is delicate, It 
paints the very thought of youth and innocence. In 
fuch happy texuity of phrafe, this exquifite compofi- 
tion is only rivalled by the Merope of Maffei, the moft 
finifhed Tragedy in the world. Some lines fancifully 
interpolated by a modern and very inferior hand are 
here omitted. 

V. 122. And flaided owr the firae.} ‘The meaning is, 
He weat haftily over the rank graf. 

V. 144. As the hip is o the fican.) This would appear 
the corruption of fome nurfe; but taking it as it 
ftands, the fimile, though none of the moft delicate, 
has a paratlel in the Father of Englifh Poetry: 


But he was chafte and no lechoure 
And {weet as is the bramble floure 
That bearethe the red hip. 


Chaucer, Sir Topas 


ADAM 


ADAM O GORDON. 


HE genuine fubject of this Ballad has long re- 
mained in obfcurity, though it muft have been 
noted to every perufer of Crawford’s Memoirs. 


¢ But to return to Gordon,’ (vz. Sir Adam Gordon 
of Auchindown, brother to the Earl of Huntly) ¢ as 
‘ thefe two actions againft Forbes, or, to {peak more 
¢ properly, againft the rebels, gained him a vait repu- 
tation—his next exploit was attended with an equal 
‘ portion of infamy ; and he was as much decryed for 
¢ this unlucky action (though at the fame time he had 
é no immediate hand in the matter) as for his former 
¢ ones he had been applauded. He had fent one Captain 
‘ Ker with a party of foot to fummon the Cattle of 
© Jonvie in the Queen’s name. The owner Alexander 
¢ Forbes was not then at home, and his lady confiding 
¢ too much in her fex, not only refufed to furrender, 
‘ but gave Ker very injurious Janguage ; upon which, 
¢ unreafonably tranfported with fury, he ordered his 
‘men to fire the caftle, and barbaroufly burnt the 
‘unfortunate gentlewoman with her whole family, 
‘ amounting to thirty-feven perfons. Nor was he ever 
‘fo much as ¢afhiered for this inhuman action, which 
* made Gordon fhare both in the fcandal and the guilt.’ 


An, 1571+ ps 240. edit, 1706. 
Jn 


143 re: Ae eee 


In this narrative is immediately perceived every lead« 
ing circum{flance in the Ballad. The Captain Car, by 
which name it was diftinguifhed in Dr. Percty’s Manu- 
{cript, is evidently the Ker of Crawford. The Houfe of 
Rodes 1 have corrected, according to the truth of flory, 
Towie. Of which name, I find in Gordon of Straloch’s 
map of Aberdeenfhire, there were two gentlemen’s 
feats, or caftles, in his time, one upon the Don, and 
another upon the Y+/an. The neareft feat to the latter 
is that of othy, which from wrong information may 
have originally flood in the Ballad, the miftake rifing 
naturally from the vicinity of their fituation, and from 
this have been corrupted to Rodes. The courage of this 
lady, as reprefented in the Ballad, was equalled by that 
of the famous Countefs of Salifbury, at the fiege of 
Roxborough; and of Ladies Arundel and Banks, in the 
Jaft civil wars of England. See particularly the Mercu- 
rius Rufiicus, &c. Lond. 1647. Sections V.-and XT. 

V. 129. Freits.] . This word fignifies i7/ omens; and 
fometimes as here Accidents fupernaturally unlucky. King 
James VI. in his Demonclogie, MS. pen. Edit. B. 1. 
4. WET. p. 13. * But I pray you forget not likeways 
‘to tell what are the Devill’s rndimentis. E. “His ru- 
*dimentis I call firft in generall all that quhilk is called 
* vulgairelie the vertu of woode, herbe, and ftaine ; 
‘ quhilk is ufed by unlawfull charmis without naturall 
‘caulise As lykeways all kynd of prattiques, freitis, or 


© uther 
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© uther lyk extraordinair a€tions, gubilk cannot abyde the trew 
* twiche of naturall raifon.’? It occurs again in the fame 
fenfe in p. 14. marg. note; and in p. 41. {peaking of 
Sorcerers, ¢ And in generall that naime was gevin 
‘ thaime for ufing of fic chairmis and freitis, as that 
* craft teachis thame.’ 


Toe CHILD or ELLE. 


HIS ballad is admitted into this collection, as 

being fuppofed, from many minute marks, to 
be a Scotifh ballad in an Englifh drefs. Whan for wher, 
kirk for church, &c. are fome of thefe marks. 

Though it is publifhed by Dr. Percy, and of confe- 
quence in every body’s hands; yet it was neceflary to 
give it here, elfe this digeft of fuch Scotith tragic bal« 
lads as deferve prefervation could not have been called 
eomplete. 


VI. 

John Faw was king of the gypfies in Scotland in the 
reign of James IV. who, about the year 149s, iffued a 
proclamation, ordaining all fheriffs, &c. to ailiit John 
Faw in feizing and fecuring fugitive gypfies ; and that 
they fhould lend him their prifons, ftocks, fetters, &c. 
for that purpofe; charging the lieges, that none of 
thein moleit, vex, unquiet, or trouble the faid Faw 
Cs Aad and 


TAA WV © T Bos 


and his company in doing their Jawfal dufine/s within 
the realm; and in their pafling, remaining, or going 
forth of the fame, under penalty: and charging fkip- 
pers, mafters of fhips, and mariners, within the realm, 
at all ports and havens, to receive faid John and his 
company, upon their expences, for furthering them 
furth of the realm to parts beyond fea. See Mr. Mac- 
laurin’s Remarkable Cafes, &Ce p. 774. 

V. 8. Glamour.] ‘The glamour was believed to bea 
kind of magical mift raifed by forcerers, which deluded 
their fpectators with vifions of things which had no real 
exiftence, altered the appearance of thefe which really 
did exift, &c. The Eaftern nations have a fimilar 
fuperttition, as we may learn from Mr. Galland’s Mille 
et uz nyit, and other tranflations of works of Oriental 


fiction, 


Sir HUGH, or THE JEW’s DAUGHTER, 


is compofed of two copies, one publifhed by Dr. Percy, 
the other in a collection of Scotifh Songs, &c. Edin. 
1776. The Mirryland toun of the former, and Mirry 
Linkin of the latter, evidently fhew that the noted ftory 
of Hugh of Lincoln is here expreffed. 


FLODDEN 


FLODDEN FIELD. 


: HE ftanzas here given form a complete copy of 

this exquifite Dirge. The inimitable beauty of 
the original induced a variety of verfifiers to mingle 
ftanzas of their own compofure, But it is the painful, 
though moft neceflary duty of an Editor, by the touch- 
ftone of truth, to difcriminate fuch drofs from the gold 
of antiquity. 


SIR PATRICK SPENCE 


is given from Dr. Percy’s Edition, which indeed agrees 
with the ftall copies, and the common recitals. I have, 
however, lent it a few corrections, where palpable ab- 
furdity feemed to require them. The phrafe in v. 2 


Se 
se 


of fleeing the old mocn iz the arms of the new is ‘till f 
miliar in Scotland. It means that the opaque part of the 


moon’s difk cafts a glimmering light, while the illumi- 
nated part is waxing; and is to this hour efleemed t» 


prognotticate a dlorm, 
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LADY BOTHWELL’s LAMENT. 


TH # SE four ftanzas appeared to the Editor to 
be all that are genuine in this elegy. Many additional 
ones are to be found in the common copies, which are 


rejected as of meaner execution. In a quarto manu- 


a] 


{cript in the Editor’s poffefhon, co ntaining a collectio 

of Poems by different hands from the reign of Queen 
Elizabeth to the middle of the laft century, when it was 
apparently written (pp. Hts there are two Balowes as 
they are there ftyled, in firtt The Balow, Allan, the fe- 
cond Palmer’s Balow; this taki is that commonly called 
Lady Bothwell’s sedend and the three firft ftanzas 
in this edition are taken from if, as‘is thé laft from 
Allan’ s Balpln, They are injudicioufly mingled in Ram- 
fay’s Edition, and feveral ftanzas of his own n ‘added ; 
a liberty he ufed much too often in printing ancient 


oe ead | 
OCOtlil PDOeMS. 


hy 
V. lat. Youn.] This word is often ufed in Scotland 
oirfe and office-houfes, 


1ovels Be ance here and there; andon 
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A very eminent Scotifh antiquary informs me, that 
ym Saxon ¢oz fignifies an habitation: and that caffle downe 
in the laft ftanza of this ballad ought to be read Ca/ile 
Downe, the feat of Lord Murray in his own right. 


SIR JAMES THE ROSE 


is given from a modern edition in one fheet 12mo. after 
the old copy. A renovation of this Ballad, compofed of 
new and improbable cireumftances, decked out with 
{craps of tragedies, may be found in the Annual Re- 
gifter for 1774, and other collections. Rofé is an an- 
cient and honourable name in Scotland: Fohannes de 
Rofe is a witnefs to the famous Charter of Robert II. 
teftifying his marriage with Elizabeth More, as appears 
in the rare edition of it printed at Paris, 1695, 4to. 
pales 

Ve 27. Belted Knichts.} The de/t was one of the 
chief marks which diftinguifhed the ancient knight. 
To be girt with the belt of knighthood often implied the 
whole attending ceremonies which conftituted that 
order. That of the common knight was of white 
leather. 


LAIRD 


cE a a, 


— 


a 


rATRD OF WOODHODSELIE. 


L 
THIS Ballad 1s now firft publifhed. Whether it 


has any real foundation, the Editor cannot be pofitive, 


though it is very likely. ‘ihere is a Woodhounelie nigh 


Edinburgh, which may poflibly be that here meant. 


LORD LIVINGSTON 


was probably an anceftor of Livingfton Earl of Linlith- 


gow, attaintedini7z1s. ‘This affecting piece likewife, 


with the four following, now appears for the firft time. 


5 


V.13. Suith dreims are fcant | ‘This feems a prover- 


bial expreflion: King James in his Demonologie, * That 


‘ts a jucth dream (as they jay) fence thay fee it walking.’ 


s. 


pea igs SS: 


at 


2 
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B I°NON. ORS LSS, 

V.ocev Her wraith.) * And what meanis then thefe 
; J 

cyndis of fpreitis when they appeare in the fhaddow 

of a perfonne newlie dead, or to die, to his friend? 


When thay appeare upon that occafion, they are 


“called wrazthis in our langage.’ Jb. p. 81. 


oO 


The following larger extract relating to the Fairies, 


sr creation of fuperftition, 1s given by way of 


j>ecimen of this fingular MS. Book HI. Ch. ¢. 


ARGU- 


mM @ FF & 


AR GULM-.EWN Ys 


‘ The defcription of the fourth kynde of Spreitis, 
‘called the Pharie. What is poffible thairin, and what 


: i but ilufions. Whow far this dialogue entreates of 


all thir thingis : and to what ende.’ 


‘ P. Now I pray you come on to that fourt kynd of 


‘fpreittis. _&. Phat fourt kynde of Spreitis, quhilk be 


* the gentiles was called Diana and her w eae, court, 


* and amongs us was called the Pare (as I tolde you) 
oy 


= . 3 (+h Keres AG anole a ME 
* or our guid neighbouris’ (the King has added on the 


c 


margin © or fillile wightis’) ‘ was ane of the fortis of 


‘ allutions that was ryfeit in tyme of Papiitrie; for all- 
1 
i 


‘ though it was holdin odious to prep 


‘ yet whome thefe kynd of fp 


‘ beft lyfe. To fpeas of the manie vaine tratlis foundit 
‘ upon that illufion; how thair was ane king and quein 


“of Pharie, of fic a jolie court and traine as thay had ; 


‘ how thay had a teind and a dewtie, as it wer, of all 
‘ guidis: how thay naturallie raid and yeid, eat and 
“drank, and did all other achons lyke naturall men 
‘and wemen; I[ think it is lyker Virgilis Camp: Feiss, 
‘nor any thing that aught to be beleived be Chrif- 


© tianis 


This Manufcript is written ina beautiful Italie hand, 


y 


fo nearly refembli ng copper-plate 


been taken tor fuch even after accurate examination, 


It is bound in gilded vellum, ffamped with the King’s 


R 
cy mh be eath the PRA @ and +c +17 atl nre Wallies +} os 
¥ pale er Deneara ime crown; Wa 18 IN dik DEFODAVULLTY tlie 


S. TAY 


informed, thay wer thought to be foncieft, and of 


ROAR OAL iP tittle, a iad ate 


150 Nm 2 .& woe 


original copy of this royal monument of fuperttitiort. 
Many additions are inferted on the margin, as would 
feem, of the hand-writing of James VI. and fome notes 
for his own private ufe. As for inftance on B. II. ch. 1. 
ipeaking of the Magicians of his time, over againtft the’ 
words *‘ Thay are fume of thame riche and worldlie 
‘ wyle,’ he has noted #. M. *fum of tham fat or cor- 
* pulent in their bodies,* R.G. ‘and maift pairt of 
‘ thame altogethir gevin ouer tothe pleafours. of the 
¢ flefche,’ B. NN. 

We need not wonder at the feverity with which the 
imaginary crime of withcraft was punifhed in his reign, 
when we remark his fentiment expreffed on this head, 
in B, Il. ch. 6 of this fingular tract. ‘ P. Then 
“to make ane ende of our conference fence I fee it 
‘ drawis leatt, what forme of punifhment think ye 


‘ merites thir Magiciens and Witches? For I fee that 


-_" 


* ye account thame to be all alyke giltie, E. (Ye King ) 
‘ Thay aught to be put to deathe, according to the law of 
‘ God, the civill and imperiall law, and the municipal 
‘law of all Chriftiane nations. P. But what kynde of 
* death I pray you? -£. It is commonly uled be fyre, 
‘but that is ane indifferent thing to be ufed in every 
‘ countrey according to the law or cuftume thairof, P. 
‘ But aught no Jexe, aage, nor tank, to be ewimed? E, 


© WONE AT ALL,’ 


The 


w Gs & § igi 


The language of this pedantic Monarch is particular 3 
it is that of a Scotifh {chool-boy beginning to read 
Englith. 

In the printed copies the ftyle is much altered 
and inaproved. . It was printed at Edinburgh, and res 


printed at London in the fame year, 1603, 4to 


LORD AIRTHs COMPLAINT. 


THESE verfes, though fomewhat uncouth, are 
moving, as they feem to flow from the heart. They 
are now firft publifhed from the Editor’s quarto Manu- 
{cript, p, 16. corrected in fome lines, which appeared 
too inaccurate for the publick eye. ‘Two entire ftanzas 
are rejected from the fame caufe. I know nothing of 
the nobleman to whom they are afcribed. 


In the fame Manufcript (f. 17. and 116) are to be 
found the two following Poems, which I believe have 
never been in print. They are here added, with a few 


corrections. They were both written by Sir Robert. 


Aytoun, who bore fome office under government in 
the reign of James VI. if I miftake not. His Latin 
poems are in the Delitiz Poetarum Scotorum. 


N Oo Tf 8 & 


D, 0) | Dieu IN ty ane 


WILT thou, remorfelefs fair, full laugh while I 
lament ? 
Shall ftill thy chief contentment be to fee me malcontent? 
Shall I, Narciffus like, -a flying fhadow chafe ? 
Or, like Pygmalion, love a ftone crown’d with a winning 


P 


face! 
No, know my blind Love now fhall follow Reafon’s eyes ; 
And as thy fa Phot made me fond, thy temper make me 
wile. 
My loyalty difdains to love a lovelefs dame, 
The fpinit fill.of Cy ote fre contifts in mutual flame. 


Idadit thou but given one look, or hadft thou’ given one 


r hadit thou lent but one poor figh my forrows to beguile, 
My captive Thoughts perchance had been redeem ‘d from 
Pain, 


7 


And thefe my mutinous Difcontents made friends with 


Hope again. 
P 
But thou I know at length art carelefs of my good ; 
And wouldit ambitioufly embrew thy beauty in my blood: 
/ ad 
# great difgrace to thee, to me a monftrous wrong, 


1 
A, 


Which time may teach thee to repent ere haply it be 


tong os 


But to prevent thy fhame, and to abridge my woe, 


Recaute thou canft not love thy frienc 


—" 


my foe. 
SONG, 


Ss) On Nps G. 


WHAT means this ftrangenefs now of late, 
Since Time muft Truth approve ? 

This diftance may conii(t with ftate, 
It cannot ftand with love. 


*Tis either cunning or diftruft 
That may fuch ways allow: 
The firft is bafe, the lait unjuft ; 

Let neither blemifh you. 


For if you mean to draw me on, 
There needs not half this art: 
And if you mean to have me gone, 


You over-act your part 
¥ 


If kindnefs crofs your wifh’d content, 
Difmifs me with a frown; 

1’ll give you all the love that’s fpent, 
The reft fhall be my own. 


FRAGMENTS. 
The two firft of thefe are given from a Collection, 
Edinburgh, 1776, but polifhed by the prefent Editor ; 


the two others from recital. 


G b.0*s 


Ablins, perhaps. 
Aboon, above. 
Ae, ane, o7€ 
Aff, Off» 
Aft, oft. 
Aith, oath. 
Ain, own. 
Alfe, except 
Anes, once 
Auld, ol lds 
Autterne, /lern. 
Ayont, beyond. 
B 
Ba, ball, tennise 
Baird, beard. 
Baith, both. 
Bairn, child, 
Bale, mifery. 
Balow, Aub. 
Band, Solemn oath. 
Bale-court,bas court, French, 
the lower court of a cajile. 
pact, helmet. 
Begyle, beguile 
Bett iraught, diffracted. 
pee bluftererse 


Bei k, bafk 


S:- Ae a 


Belyve, immediately. 

Bef prent, covered. 

Betide, n. fortune. 

Bedeen, pre/ently, 

Bleife, blaze. 

Bleirit, dim with tears. 

Blink, * limnpfe of light. 

Blinking, twinkling. 

Blude, blood. 

Blythi um, /prightly. 

Boughts, /heepfolds, 

Bolt, doa/t. 

Bonny, pretty. 

Eotand, Lkeways 

Bown, make ready. 

Bogle, hobgeblin. 

Bot, without. 

Boutr, a room arched in the 
Gothic manner. 

Bouir woman, chamber-maids 

Bra, bravely dreffed . 

Brae, fide of a bill, 

Braid, broad. 

Brand, Ifl. @ fword. 

Brawe, brave. 

Brayd, saften. 

Bruik, enjoy. 

Brin, dura. 


Brig, 


Brig, bridge. 
Buik, prep Aree 
Brechan, plaid; cloke ftripec 


with various colours. 


Cc 
Cauld, ¢old. 
Caulk dni chill, démp. 
Ca Unny 5 pr rude Hite 
Cheis, ge 
Claught erafped. 
Cliding, wardrobe. 


D 
te WALLEY. 
Dar’d, kp sted, bit. 
Darrain, “fuef er, encounter. 
Deft, taken of] i Pajtily. 
Dint, dlow, 7, rake. 
Daw ae dawn of day. 
Dought, could. 
Doughty, waliant, frrong. 
Dowie, dreadfil, re laneholy. 


Drie, fiffer, endures 
Dule, , grief: 
E 


Eard, earth. 

ij Peas i 

fuld, ae old aes 

Kine, ey 

Eithly 5 &a/ ii hs 

liydent, @ silihe 5 afifting. 
i ae difmal. 

Eldern, ancient, venerable. 
Egre, eager, ree fearp. 
Kitra yy affrights 


Gor ous ok wy: 1¢ 


Emraud, Emerald. 
Ettle, acm, 


F 
Fae, » foe. 
Fay, faith, finceritye 
Pere, companion. 
Ferly,’ wonder. 
Feid, enmity. 
Fey, iz footh. 
Flinders, /plinters. 
Fleeching, flatee ering. 
Forbere, “for efather, anceflore 
Forbode, dezial, 
Frae, Tro, from. 
Frawart, froward. 


G 
Ga, gae, gang, 20. 
Gabbing, pratt! Ce 
Gait, Wy path. 
G sary Caifee 
Gie, LUE. 
Gin, gif, 7 
G! laive , /word. 
Gleit, Biaeed: 
Ghie, mirths In As P, Ie 
120. zt feems. to fiznify a 
faint light. 
Glent, clanceds 


Glitt, piifered. 
Gloming, dusk. 
Glowr, glare, difmal light. 


Grein, defire. 
Greit, weep. 
Graith, 
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i WALDEr 
Gyle, euzie. 


G) le, manner, fafrions 


sb ) Pe berry of the wuld 


is y Ly frantic. 


2) 
As 
Hynd, ence. 


aDpea “e 
K yth N. acquaintance 
a} 5 ie ight flee eheevil 9 


friends, companions. 


L, 


Laigh, dow. 


Lance, @done. 


Law, 

i.ave 
ell, trur, faithful 

heir, leara 

Levlen, @ milking pail, 

Leman, lover, miftrefs 

Leugh (aug Ie tS 

Lawing, recko ‘mgs 

| Ev¢ ls "a bey ° 

Leech, phy/fictan. 

Line, he fi mamente 

lig, Lye /catteredly 

Lilting, merry making with 
mufic, SC. 

Lin, a fall of water. 

Linkis, lamps or orber artifie 
cial livhts. 

Loaning, a common green near 
a Village. 

Loch, lake. 

Low, v. and n. flame. 

Lown, /beltered, calm. 

Lout, to dow. 

Lue, lowe. 

ure, cunning device, fnare. 

Lyart, hoary. 


smell cman! 


M 
Maklefs, mat. blefs. 
Maun, mui. 
Mair, moxe, f. rather. 
Mahoun, Mahemet, and by 

abuje the dewil. 
Mane, moan, lament. 
dileikie, mich, 
Meiny, 
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Meiny, vain, army. Prive, pruve, prove. 
Mente, to meajure, to try. Propine, reward. 
Mede, reward. 


Meid, port, appearance. Or 
Meiie, soften, mollify. Qu, ts ufed in old Sorifh 
Mirk, dark. ipelling fo: W. as Quhat, 
Mony, many. What, %. 
Mote, might. Quat, quztted. 
Quell, /ubdue. 
N 
Na, nae, 70, 20H. R 
Neilt, next Raught, recht, reached. 


Norfe, often the King of Recule, recozé, 
Norway, /o France :s often Rede, warns 
ufed by Shak/pere for the Reiking, /moring. 


king of that country. Rief, robbery. 
Riever, robber, 
O Reid, red. 
On cafe, perhaps. Roun, found fofily, uchifpere 
Ony, ay. Rue, repent. 
Or, f. ere, before, {. de. Ruth, pity. 
Owr, Over. Rude, cro/s. 


Outowr, Over aboves Runkled, wrzzkled. 
Orifon, Fr. prayer. 
S 
¥ Sark, /oirt. 
Pall, rode of fate. Saw. a wife faying. 
Payne, penalty. Sawman, counfellor. 


Perle, pearl. Sabbing, /obdmmg. 
Pleafance, pleafure. Scant, fcarce. 
D E. .* / omy . ’ 
Pou, pull. ) Scorning (Flod.v. 5.) jefting 
Prati que, experiment. IV ORICA LY 
Prea{s, to pre/s, to pays with Sey, fey, trp. 

feats a ; ’ ; 

ai) icully. Seen, to fee. 


Prime of day, dawn. Seim, appearance. 


Selcouth, 


Selcouth, uncommon as a pro- 
dig y. 

Share, to cleave, pierce. 
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Sindle, Seldom. 

Skaith, : 4urt. 
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¢ 
j 7 ee 
ike Noth, 
‘ 7 9 
trecn [iretched. 
fa esics - ' hp eee 
Sw a rlewea: Mlervy fel OWS. 
a eal . 
V ra Tia shiny oround, 
OWalrd, furf, LALLY Zrounds 


OWI, quickly. 


Geis 
ote Gi Lall., 

«< LOK & Fa 

© i Nt, Grew. 

S e z Le 
Splent, armour for the tl vig bs 


And leys. 


can /L 
a pel, Ale 
Qtny 
OO ] [ar 


rye 
i 
vrs 
ane, LARCH. 
PiNaega.-fhse 
at ore | Zz ld. « 
Fis 


cin, forron. 


s 
aay ae Lewy tae 


Tei nd, tyth, tenth part. 
Thilk, thir, shee. 
‘Thole, , fy Uffer, permit. 

‘I hud, ud 2 Bort 
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Tide, time, /eafon. 

Tint, loft. 

Trieft, make an affignation. 
Twin’d, parted, /eparated. 


VU 
Veir, avoid, or perhaps alter. 
Unmulit, without wonders 
to mufe often means to 
wonder zz Shak/pere. 
Unfonlie, unlucky. 


WwW 
Waddin, ffrong, firm. 
Wad, wald, wold; would, 
Warloc, wizard. 
Wallow, withered, arid { 
pole. 
Ward, /fentinel. 
Wate, warrand, 
Wax, to. /pread, to become 
famous. 
Wee, Litle. 
Ww eit, wer, rditts 
Wete, Aope. 
Weftlin, wwefter it. 
Wae worth ye, woe befall 
War, aware. 
oe which. 


v¥ i 
Wighty a OSs 

W yene : from W iga Sax. @ 
hero, or great man. 


I c sae 
Win ifum, avrécable, WEININE's 
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Weir, war. Wreuch, grief, mifery. 
Weily, full of whir pools 5 
a wat is fill ufed for a Y 
whirlpool in the « weft of Yeltreen, the evening of 
Scotland. yefterday. 
Wraith, a /pirit or ara: Yet, gare, 
Wyte, ee: Yied, wert. 
Wreak, revenge. Youthheid, /late of youthe 
Wreken, avenged. | "3 ware tis 
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DISSERTATION 


ON THE \e 


HE pieces here {elected under the title of Comic 

Ballads fall under the feveral denominations of 
Paftoral, Amatory, Ludicrous, and Convivial; this 
Differtation therefore naturally divides itfelf into thete 
feveral heads. 

No fubject' of critical difcuffion has been examined 
with more affiduity, and lefs fuccefs, than Paftoral 
compofition. The French critics, whom a writer of 
any difcernment feldom quotes but to confute their 
abfurdities, have here blundered with more than or- hie) 
digary addrefs, Rapin has found that paftoral writing he 


rautt he 
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muft faithfully reprefent the manners of the golden age. 
Dubos, a.more judicious writer, has difcovered. that 
the real dialogues of modern fhepherds are too grots 
for poetic relation; he therefore advifes a poet, who 
would now venture into this walk of verfe, to choofe 
for his fpeakers princes who had loft themfelves in a 
wood. He is furely himfelf lof in a wood of falfe 
criticiim, when he informs us that the firft Dialogue 
of Fontenelle’s Plurality of Worlds, is an excellent 
Paitoral Eclogue. It is. nq doubt a very fine piece of 
writing, but, confidered in the light of a Bucolic Po- 
em, it makes fully as aukward a figure as an ancient 
River God in‘a French Offera withTa tye wig, ‘ahd 
filk ftockings. 

Did thefe writers ever read Theocritus? Did they 
not know that he was the father, and his works the 
only a2 of this kind of poetry? 

Of all the poets of antiquity, none has been imitated 
with lef 's fuccefs than that excellent writer. He'would 
himfelf appear to be perfectly original; for though we 
read that Homer was indebted for fome of his beditties 
to. his poetical predeceffors, we never find Theocritug 
lay under this aecufationt His eclogues ‘breathe the 
very {pirit of nature; and furpafs thofe of all” Kis imi! 
tators in beauty, as much as a romantic riy er, wander- 
ing through rhe richet rural feenes, does a Dutch } jet- 


d’cau 
A 
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d’eau fquirting among hedges of clipt yews. Virgil, 

who was born an elegiac poet, but never happened 

upon his proper province, has in paftoral only difplayed 

excellent fkill in’ verfification, which is indeed his firft 

and almoft only praife in all his works. His very 
perfons are ridiculous ; for what have Thyrfis and 

Corydon to do with the Po? An abfurdity followed by 
the whole imitators of this imitator; and among others 
by Pope, who gravely makes Alexis fing upon the 
banks of the Thames. His admired French author 
Boileau, might have told him that Truth alone is fair 
and lovely. ‘To confound the ames of different climates 
and ages muft, to every reader of tafte, appear fully as 
ludicrous as to confound places and dates in defiance 
of geography and chronology. Who but muft {mile 
if he read that Theocritus was born at the Devil tavern, 
sn the Strand at Paris, in the year of Chrift 908, and 
had the honour to recite one of his eclogues before 
that merry prince Charles I. of England, who was 
fo pleafed with it, that he cut three capers of a moft 
furprifing height, to the amazement of the bard; and 
afterwards made him a prefent of a lottery ticket ? 
Yet this is not more abfurd than to mingle names, 
places, and fubjects, that are perfectly heterogeneous, 
as is done in Pope’s paftorals; which are very much 
‘nferior to them of Philips, though Phillips has, no 


claim 
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claim to praife. The fact is, that paftoral eclogue 
is quite foreign to modern manners. Thofe of The- 
ocritus appear natural from their antiquity, and from 
his inimitable language and manner, but he ftands 
alone, and ever will. 

Any eclogues that occur in this collection, fuch as 
Robene and Makyne, &c. aré of a lyric nature; and may 
with much more propriety be called fongs than eclogues, 
though they partake of the manner of both. I there- 
fore leave the paftoral eclogue to come to the patftoral 
fong or ballad, a fpecies of compofition, which, 
though not very remote in its effence from the paftoral 
dialogue, is infinitely more confonant to modern mane 
hers, as it implies no perfonal reprefentation. It is 
not fuppofed to be written or fpoken by a fhepherd, 
ut merely to convey rural fentiments and images, 

Dubes tells us, that the peafants of Italy at this day 
go to. keep their flocks, or labour the ground, with 
their guitar on their backs; and that they fing their 
loves in extempore verfes, which they accompany with 
their inftrument. This they call Improvifadare*, Were 

* This practice of making extempore yerfes is frequent in 
Italy, as we may obferve in many of the lateft travellers. 
But I fuppofe the principal merit of fuch poetry arifes from 
the furprize of the hearer. The works of Barnardino Per- 
fetti, a Patrician of Sienna, Firenze, 1774, now he before 


me. He was the beft of modern extemporary poets, and 
crowned in the capitol, yet there is nothing in them. 


any 
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any of thefe fongs to be committed to writing, and 
of high merit, it might be confidered as a paftoral 
fong complete in every circumftance. 

Yet 1 queftion if in truth of character, it could 
exceed fome of the pieces of that kind now under our 
eye, though written perhaps in the {moke and notle 
ef a capital. But to pafs from this theory, many of 
the Scotifh fongs now feleéted, muft be allowed by 
every good judge to have uncommon excellence in the 
paftoral mode of poetry. They poflefs the utmof 
truth of mariner and of colouring, They have all 
that fweetnefs which an ancient critic * obferves, is 
the refult of perfect fimplicity. As moft of the Paftoral 
pieces in this Selection are likewife of the Amatory ftyle, 
I fhall proceed to confider thefe kinds of poetry in 
conjunction. 

If the antiquity of the different kinds of poetry were 
properly afcertained, it is to be believed that love, 
poetry would be found among thofe of the firft inven- 
tion. Love, that fweeteft and beft of paffions, is ever 
the infpirer of poetry. Love is a matter that can cali 
forth mufical founds from the heart of the favage. 
of Iceland, amid his half year’s wintry night, as wel} 
asfrom that of the exulting inhabitant of Arabia the 
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happy 
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happy under thé influence of the fummer fun. His 
ekets ate controlled by no manner of life, and con- 
fined by no zone, In the mott barbarous countriés 
Love will be found the infpirer of fentiment, and re- 
liner of thought and of language : 
Spirero nobil fenfi a rozzi petti ; 
Raddolciro delle lor lingue il fuono. 
As Love is perhaps the father of poetry *, fo it is 
obferved that the fair objects, and beft judges of that 
pation, have always efteemed it the most complete 
triumph of their charms when their lovers are fo en- 
flamed as to commence poets in their praife. Amorous 
poetry has oftén been the fuppofed magic charm that 
as, caught the heart of the fair novice in that paffion. 
This has not efcaped Shak{fpere, that anatomift -of 
the heart. 
My gracious Duke, 
‘Ehis man has witched the bofom of my child ; 
Thou, thou, Lyfander, thou haft given ber rhymes; 
And ftolen th’ impreffion of her fantafy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawdsy conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nofegays, fweetineats, (meflengers 
Of {trong ptevailment;in unharden’d youth.) 
Midjummer Nights Dream. 
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If ‘we except Sappho, the: only female who. ever 
wrote any thing worth prelervation ; there is no writer 


who has painted love in more genuine and tender co- 


m1 


lours than are wed in the Scotch Amatory Ballads. 


ay ok aap: ara: 
NNO fare RCE en %, 


Yet there are none of them, that 1 remember, are 


written by ladics*. That profligacy of manners which 


Srase: Sianies 
es 
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always reigns before women can fo utterly forget all 


fenfe'of decency and propriety as to commence authors, iy) 
is yet almoft unknown in Scotland. May it ever'be i: 
4 


_ fol May ‘domeftic duties and affections be ever ‘the i: 

fole employments and amufements of my fair country- 
women, while thofe of other kingdoms are fhowing 
themfelves naked in love ‘fongs and romances, or 
ftalking the ftreets in the breeches of criticifm: and 
morality ! 

The love verfes in this volume are of almoft every 
different hue incident to’ that changeable paffion ; but 
a plaintive tendernefs is the more general characterittic 
of ‘them. Fielding, I think, has obferved that love is 
generally accompanied by a pleafing melancholy. ‘The 
fongs in this collection called Lochaber, Ewbhuchts Ma- 


rion, Low down in the broom, and many others have, 


* There is indeed of very late years, one infignificant 
exception to this rule. Auld Rodin Gray haying got his filly 
pfalm fet to foporific mufic, is to the credit of our tafte, 
popular for the day, But after lulling fome good-natured 
audiences afleep, he will foon fall afleep himfeit. 
when 
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when accompanied witn their proper airs, a moft ex 
quifite pathos: 
They yield a very echo to the feat 
Where Love is throned. 

Others again poffefs an equal power of {prightlinefs ; 
fuch as 4x thou wert my ain thing, Soger Ladie, O’er the 
Bogie, &c. which do not yield to the beft French fongs 
in fpirit, though thefe are likewife excellent in their 
kind. Indeed if the French excel in any fpecies of 
poetry, it is in their fongs, though their bett efforts 
in this way do not ieem much known in England. As 
this is the cafe, and it is perfectly coherent with my 
fubject, I fhall beg leave to prefent my reader with a 
few French {fongs of the firft merit. 


Jn the ferious ftyle here is one never yet publifhed, 
Il faut attendre avec patience | 

Le jour de demain; c’eft un. beau jours 

Grande eft dit-on la difference : 

Entre le marriage et l’amour. 

Quoi! Le contrat qui nous engage 

Change quelque chofe a notre humeur ! 

I faut que j’aimois davantage, 

51 je juge @’apres mon coeur. 
bi je juge d’ apres mon coeur, 
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Quand Louis me dit *Ma Louife, 

‘ Je t'aime, et n’aimerois que toi:’ 
Sans le vouloir il faut que je dife, 

‘ Je t’aime cent fois plus que moi.’ 
Il me jure amour eternel; 

Et Louis n’eft pas un menteur ; 

Il me fera toujours fidel, 

Si je juge d’apres mon coeur. 

Si je juge d’apres mon coeure 


Quel fujet aurois je de craindre ? 
Mon amant devient mon mari. 

Je n’aurois jamais a m’en plaindre ; 
C’eft ’Amour qui me I’a choifi ; 

Je fnis aimé autant que j’aime ; 
Rien ne gatera mon bonheur ; 

Et toujours il fera le meme,’ 

Si je juge d’ apres mon coeure 

Si je juge Papres mon coeur. 


Others follow. 


Solitaire temoin de ma fecrette peine, _ 
Echo, qui foupires avec moi dans ces bois, 
Zephir vous fait il quelque fois 

Repeter. le nom de Climeine ? 


b 


Rill 
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Je voudrois Jui cacher le trouble de mon coeur ; 


Mais s’il repond a ma tendrefs extreme, 
Cher confident de ma fincere ardeur, 
Echo, dites lui que je l’aime. 

Echo, Echo dites lui que je l’aime. 


Murmurez charmans ruiffeaux ; 

Mais gardez vous de troubler par vos eaux 
Le doux fommeil de la jeune Sylvie, 

Qui s’eft endormie, 

Au chant-des.oteaux. 

Votre onde qui s’enfuit 

Dans ce vallon fait un. peutrop de bruit. 
Charmans ruifleaux, 

He! qu’ai je dit ? 

Non, non, rouylez, precipitez vos flots : 
La cruelle qu’elle.eft m’ote bien ce repos! 


Ah que ces demeures font belles, 
Que nous y pafions de beaux jours ! 
Ah que ces demeures font belles, 
Que nous y paffons d’heureux jours! 
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Quelle felicité pour les amans fidelles ! 

Ici les amours eternelles 

Ont toujours la douceur des nouvelles amours. 
Ah que ces demeures font belles ! 


Les frimats ont ceffé, le printems va paroitre ; 
Tout renait, tout fleurit dans ces aimables lieux. 
Ah! ‘fi ma liberté pouvoit ainfi renaitre, 

Que je ferois heureux, que je ferois heureux ! 


Taifez vous; ma Mufette, 

Nos chants ne font plus doux: 
Yous n’avez pu toucher Lifette, 
Helas! de quoi me fervez vous ? 


Thefe fhall be fucceeded by a few Amatory French 
fengs in the {prightly ftyle. 


Vous, quifaites votre modelle 

De la conftante tourterelle, 

Que je vous plains dans vos amours ! 
Pour moi, j’imite ’hirondelle ; 

Sans que rien arrete mon cours, 

Je vole ou le printems m’appelle, 


‘b 2 N’oubliez 
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N’oubliez pas votre houlette, 


Lilette, 

Quand vous irez au bois: 

Le berger, dont vous faites choix, 
Eft trop libertin fur 1? herbette ; 
N’oubliez pas votre houlette, 
Lifette, 

Outand vous irez au bois. 

Quand Vols 1reZ au DOIS. 


Eon vin, 
Belle Sylvie, 
Plaifirs les plus grands de la ‘vie, 
ro) ? 
C’eft vous quireglez mon deflin: 
Je m’attache a vous fuivre ; 
Enfin pourvu que je m’enyvre, 
N’importe, que ce foit ou d’amour, ou de vin. 


Aimez, armez, puts quik faut, 
L’amant qui vous engage : 


Ce n’ett pas un grand lefaut 


Q’un peu d’amour a votre age, 


Ah! le tems d’etre fage 
‘Ne viendra que trop tot ! 
Aimez, puis qu'il le faut 5 
Ah! le tems d’etre fage, 
Ah! le tems d’etre fage, 
Ne viendra que trop tot! 


In the Ludicrous ftyle, the following 


ceptable, 


Quand iltonne, et que ere Pierre 
Court a Ja cave fe cacher, 

Court a la cave fe cacher, 

Vous croyez qu'il fuit le tomnere ;— 
C’eft le tonneau qu’il va chercher, 


C’ eft le tonneau qu'il va chercher. 


Chloris et le tabac j’eftime, 
De tous deux je me fens epris : 
Tous deux regnent fur mes efprits ; 
De tous deux je fuis le victime. 
Mais s’il faut ceder au plus fort, 
Chloris je n’aurai point de tort 

b 3 
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may te ac- 


SALI 
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De quitter l’ ardeur qui me pique. 
Vos yeux me donnent le trepas, 
Mais dans le flambeau de ma pipe 


J’eteins celui de vos appas. 


Depuis huit jours que je brule pour vous 
N’avez vous pas aflez eprouvé ma conitance ? 


Et ne devez vous pas un traitement plus doux 


A ma perfeverance ? 


A votre tour laiffez vous enflamer ; 


Aujourdhui, belle Iris, faites fuier ma peine 5 


Et je vous jure de vous aimer 


Encore une femaine. 


Un jour un vieux hibou 


Se mit dans la cervelle 


= 


9 mined ee ace eC 
Yepoufer une hirondelle, 

Jeune et belle, 

Dont Amour l’avoit rendu fou. 


Jl pria les oifeaux de chanter a la 


Tout s’enfuit en voyant une fi laide bete, 


{i n’y retta que coucou, coucou, coucou. 
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To conclude with a few Convivial ones, the follow- ie 
ing are givens Lh 


Si tu veux etre fans chagrin, ba 
Bois comme il faut de ‘ce bon vin; | 
La bouteille i 
Fait merveille’: ie 
C’eit un fecours qui eft tout divin. 
Verfes du vin; iy 
Verte donc du plus fin ; 
Verfe toujours foir et matin. | i 


Doux fommeil endormes les amans miferables ; i i 
lis ont befoin de vos faveurs ; | 
Ne verfes que fur eux vos pavots favorables, 
Gardes vous d’affoupir de fortunés buveurs. 
Laiffez au dieu de la bouteille 

Le foin de remplir notre fort ; 

Lors que Bacchus feul nous endort, 

jamais l’Amour ne nous reveille, 


The. following is equal to any {thing written by 
Anacreon, 


b 4 
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Eft il un fort plus trifte que le mien ? 

Je meprifois l’Amour, je bravois fa puiflance ; 
Et, content d’une heureufe indifference,“ 
Javois toujours tremblé de me laiffer charmer. 
Je fens enfin que je m’en vais aimer: 

Ah! je m/’en vais aimer! a 

Mais c’eft toi ma bouteille; 

C’eft toi charmant jus de la treille, 

Que j’aimerai toujours je t’en donne ma foi: 
Et je n’aurai jamais de maitreffe que toi. 


But to return, I muft not quit this fubje& without 


offering a few remarks on the principal fcene of the 
g 


Scotifh paftoral fongs, namely the fouthern part of 


Scotland in the neighbourhood of the Tweed, I can- 


not do this better than in the words of an excellent 


writer. He forms a fine contraft by beginning with a 


defcription of the Northern parts of Scotland. © The 


| 


4 


4 


highlands of Scotland, fays he, area picturefque, 
but in general a melancholy country. Long tracts - 
of mountainous defert covered with dark heath, and 
often obfcured by mifty weather; narrow yallies, 
thinly inhabited, and bounded by precipices, refound- 
ing with the fall of torrents; a foil fo rugged. and 
a climate fo dreary, as in many parts to admit 
neither the amufements of pafturage, nor the la. 
; ‘ bours 


Dye SiGe PR JT oA wT Edy N, XXY 


¢ bours of agriculture; the mournful dafhing of waves 


y 
‘ along the friths and lakes that interfect the country ; 
‘ the portentous noifes which every change of the 


aA 


; wind, and every increafe and diminution of the wa- 
‘ ters is apt to raie in a lonely region full of echoes, 
Le rocks, and caverns: the grotefque and ghaftly 


‘ appearance of fich a landicape by the hight of the 


A 


moon::—Objetts like thefe ditinfe a gloom over the 
‘ fancy, which may be compatible enough with oc- 
‘ cafional and focial merriment, but cannot fail to 
‘ tinéture the thonghts of a native in the hour of 
‘ filence and folitude.? And a little further he ob- 
ferves, * that the ancient highlanders of Scotland had 
* hardly any other way of fupporting themfelves than 
‘ by hunting, fifhing, or war; profetfions that are 
‘ continually expofed to fatal accidents. And hence, 


‘ no doubt, additional horrors would often haunt their 


nn 


folitude, and a deeper gloom overfhadow the imagi- 


2 
nation even of the hardie{t native.’ He proceeds, 


¢ What then would it be reafonable to expect from 


¢ the fanciful tribe, from the. muiicians and poets, ot 


‘ fuch a region ? Strains expreflive of joy, tranquillity, 
‘or the fofter pafions? No. Their ftyle muit have 
‘ been better fuited to their circumftances. And fo 
‘we find in fact that their mufic is. The wildeft ir- 
ypears in its compofitiun; the expreffion 


‘1s 


bas 
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is warlike and melancholy, and approaches even te 
the terrible.—And that their poetry is almoft uni- 
formly mournful, and their views of nature dark 
and dreary, will be allowed by all who admit of the 
authenticity of Ollian; and not doubted by any who 
believe thefe fragments of highland poetry to be ge- 
nuine, which many old people, now alive, of that 
country remember to have heard in their youth, 
and were then taught to refer toa pretty high an- 
tiquity.’ 

‘ Some of the Southern provinces of Scotland pre- 
fent a very different profpect. Smooth and lofty 
hills covered with verdure, clear ftreams winding 
througn long and beautiful valleys, trees produced 
without culture, here ftraggling or fingle, and there 
crowding into little groves and bowers, with other 
circumftances peculiar to the diftriéts I allude to, 
render them fit for pafturage, and favourable to ro- 
mantic leifure, and tender paffions. Several of the 
old Scotch fongs take their names from the rivulets, 
vail 


villages and hills adjoining to the Tweed near Mel- 


rofe, a region diftinguifhed by many charming va- 
rieties of rural fcenery, and which, whether we 
confider the face of the country, or the genius of the 
people, may properly enough be termed the Arcadia 
cotland. And all theie fongs are fweetfully and 
¢ powerfully 
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§ powerfully expreflive of love and tendernefs, and 
* other emotions fuited to the tranquillity of paftoral ig 
‘ life *.? a 


Thus far this eminent philofopher and poet; whofe 


ideas are fo fully exprefled, and fo confonant with my 


own, that they leave me little or nothing further to i 
; Hh 
add. i muit, however, obferve that the genuine Old i 


Songs,. which were originally fet to the moft ad- 
mired of thé Scotifh airs, are moft of them unfor- fl 
tunately loft, For the prefent words to the greater | 
part of them we. are indebted to Allan Ramfay, 


aad his friends; as he himielf informs us in the fol- eh 
r 


lowing words of the preface to his Tea-table Mifcel- ao 


cellany, or Collection of Songs. ‘ My being well af- : 
‘ fured how acceptable new words to known good 4 
¢ tunes would prove, engaged me to the making verfes he 
¢ for above Srxty of them in this and the fecond vo- 
* lume:’ (which are Scotifh fongs, the third and Jatt 
volume containing moftly Englifh,) ‘ about Turriy 
* more were done by fome ingenious young gentlemen.” 
T heartily wifh honeft Allan and his ingenious young 
gentlemen had rather ufed their endeavours to recover 
and preferve the real ancient ballads, than to compofe 


new ones. For uncouth as thofe might be, 1 much 


Beattie, 3d edit. Effay I. 
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fufpect they exceeded their fubftitutes in variety at 
leaft. Indeed as I meant this as a PorricaL, not as 
a Musicar work, I found myfelf obliged to admit 
only the beft of thefe modern pieces, always prefering 
the ancient when it could be found. Thofe who with 
for words to all the Scotifh airs, may find them in 
many collections. ‘This only means to prefent the 
reader of taite with the very beft of Scotifh ballad 
poetry. The reader, whom I could with to pleafe, 
would turn with contempt from a conftant fucceffion 
of the fame ideas expreffed in the fame words and 
ftanza. For though the airs vary, their verbal accom- 
paniments have in general a fimilarity as difgufting as 
the poems of Blackmore, or the pictures of Angelica 
Kaufiman. Though the ancient fongs were perhaps 
lefs fmooth than their fucceffors, they were doubtlefs 
more varied, being compofed at diftant periods by 
different minftrels, than they could poffibly be by Allan 
Ramfay (a writer not rich in ideas) and his young 
friends, who perhaps begun and finifhed their labours 
in this way in the fpace of a few weeks, And if they 
were harfh or uncouth, the ancient compofer might 


plead with Taffo: 


fe ben mir, 


- os 


Molle, e dura e coftei ; 
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©ofi fon duri, e molli i verfi miei. 
Molle e in lei quel di fuori ; 

Dentro ha marmi e diafpri: 

Sol nella fcorza i verfi miei fon afpri. 
Ma fenti, come {piri 

Da loro interni amori 

Spirto gentil, ch’ intenerifce i core. 

A very celebrated and intelligent phyfician, who 
was born, and paffed his early years in the fouth of 
Scotland, informs me, that it is his opinion, that the 
beft of the ancient Scotifh airs were really compoied 
‘by fhepherds. In his remembrance there was, in al- 
moft every village of that diftrict, a chief fhepherd, 
who had acquired celebrity by compofing better fongs 
than others of the: fame profeffion. And he thinks 
that though the beft airs are in general known, 
yet the words to at leaft one half have never been 
publifhed. The mufical inftruments ufed by thefe 
rude minftrels, are the common flute, and the /fock- 
and-born, which is a flute with a fmall horn faftened 
to the further end of it, and which forms a da, in the 
nature of a baffoon. 

The beginning of one of their unpublifhed ballads 
of the mournful kind, he happens to remember. It 
was written on the fatal expedition to Darien, in the 
end of laft century, a project that feems to have been 
formed 
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formed for the deftruction of the Scotifh youth, ahd 
opens with the following moft ftriking couplet. 

We'll a awa to the woods and murne 

Untill our Scotifh joes come hame. 

[ believe not above half a dozen of thefe genuine 
Scotifh pattoral ballads are in print; and fufpeét all 
{uch may be found in this volume. ~‘They have:certain 
firokes in them which, in my opinion, could only occur 
to real thepherds. Such are Yhe yellow-hair’d’ laddie, 
Ewouchts Marion, In fimmer I maw'd my meadow, &c, 
What a fad exchange to give fuch fongs for the poor 
tinfel of Allan Ramfay, and his bottle companions ! 
Chere is a book printed at St. Andrews in 1548, 
called The Complaint of Scotland. It is written by a Sir 
James Inglis, and is of fuch exceeding rarity as to be 
Dr. George Mackenzie in his 
Lives of Scotifh Writers, has given us an abftract of it. 
The author mentions a mafque, and enumerates the 


ve 


following fongs, as forming part of the entertain. 


= a 


mente 


hae under the leyvis gren 
3. Couthume the rafbis grene. 

Ay} , 7 x 
4e Allee L wyt vour twa feyr eng, 
a GS te vou ude PD Batali how 
5° 70é b oR SaGe aay Uti vo JY 9 
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Q: 
10. 
ae 
12. 
136 
14. 
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King Williams Note. 

The lange no wee nou. 

The Cheapel Valk. 

Fay that i$ none. 

Skald a Bellis nou. 

The Aberden’s nou brums 

Brum on tul. 

Allone I veipt in great diftrefis 

15. Tortee Solee Lemendou. 

16. Bill vil thu cum by a bute, and 


Francis cord. 

19. Lhe Frog cam to the Myl durs 
18. Gillgubifkars 
19. Rycht forily mufing in my mind. 
20. God fen the duc bad bydden in France, and Delaw- 

bawte had nenyer cum hame. 
21. All mufing of Mervillir a mys bef I gone. 

Maftres fayr Zeril fo fayt. 

O lufly Maye with Flora queens 


22Ze 


28. 


O Myrle hart boy this is my fangs 
The battle of Hayrlau. 

The huntis of Chevit. 

Sall I go vit you ta Rumbolo fayr. 
Grect is my forrowe 


29- Turn the fuit Ville to me. 
My lufe is yan fick fend bim joy. 


30. 


z 


belt the in Saind 
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c Fr “Fox 
t. Payr lufe len thou me thy mantil Fey. 
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+3. My lufe is laid upon an knivht. 
OLE 
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of fome fatyrical ment. 


with thofe of his own country. I am told No 


CF") r) fn - 17 } } ae, 
32. the P e-fLe and the desOnl ¢ uMnarye mel Dat aay, Lae 


. - r - ne Pe 
35- Jn an mayrthfou Merron ary Dart lewrt on the lad. 
4 oe ees ee ee Pay PO) ee oh 
Pins EEE, Wi hich ts of e ceeding Cur iofit Vy indy teach 


us that mot one of our Sc tit popular airs is fo aficient 
as lar Indeed I iufpeét thefe of which the fcene 
ve fowth of Scotland, as Taweedfide, &c. are all 
he wae of them pofterior to the accethon of James VI. to the 
throne of England. Any of the above iongs, that have 
local marks, ae ‘long to the Northern paris of Scotland; 
and it 1s to, be fu ppoled that the provinces which firft 
felt the belies of repofe, would firft break out mto 
finging. Not above two of the pieces in this lift are 
now known. If I do not miffake, numbers 2 and 19, 
or fomething like them, may be found in Swmzrh’s Songs 
iw feore before the zear.1500- They are Englith fongs ; 
and prove the author has intermingled Enelith airs 
ar 
ufed lately to be dung on the flage at Edinburgh, and 
contains a mock courtfhip between a frog anda moufe, 


Some few of the: modern fongs have the merit of 
being writtem on real eccafious, and tuch always fpeak’ 


she” 
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the language of the heart, a language of dificult 


fimulation. Some of fuch yield not to the Eles‘es. of 


Tibullus in nature, and pathos, though that ancient 
poet is a wonderful mafter in Amatory verfe. Ham- 
mond has never caught his {pirit, except in imitations, 
which are fo clofe as to be almof tranflations,. but I 
have lately. had the pteafure of feeing tome Elegies.of 
this kind in manufcript, which rival thofe of Tibulflus 
himfelf. 

The moft ancient pieces in this felection are of the 
Lupicrous ftyle of poetry, which is fomething fur- 
prifing, as that {pecies of writing has, been thought by 

able critics to be an effort of modern refinement. Jt 
is true the images given us in the Scotifh Ludicrous 
pieces are often not the moft agreeable or. delicate ; 


but have the moft modern writers, Swift for example, 


been more laudable in this orefpeét 2° In Peblis 10) the 
Play, Chrift’s Kirk on the Green, -andcothers; the‘ reader 
will find curious defcriptions of low life and: manners, 
as they were in Scotland ‘in the fifteenth and fixtéehth 
centuries ; the more curious as they were drawn by the 
hands of monarchs themfelves. It is certainly mitch 
to the credit of the united kingdoms that, while the 
poets of the other countries of Europe were writing 
extravagant romances, Chaucer, and ‘the princely 
bards of Scotland, were employed in delineating real lite 
and manners, 


In 
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In the Wyfe of Auchtermuchty, and fimilar productions 
here given, there is abundance of humour, though 
a critic of fafhion may perhaps pronounce it ow. But 
t is Nature, and will ever be fo. Had Chaucer 
only written, or rather tranflated, the Romaunt of the 
Rofé, his works might now have been faft afleep in fome 
old cheft; but his /ales, replete with humour of the lower 
kind, will perpetuate his fame. That father of Eng- 
lth poetry appears to have been as much efteemed 
in Scotland, as in his native country. Dunbar, the 
chief of the Scotifh poets, has in his Goldin Terge the 
following fpirited apoftrophe in his praife, which is 
highly generous, if we confider the inveterate enmity 
at that time fubfifting between the two kingdoms, It 
proves that the purfuit of poetry is productive of large 
and liberal fentiments, even in a barbarous period. 


O reverend Chawfer, rofe of rethouris all, 
As in oure toung ane flour imperial, 

That raife in Brittane evir, quha reidis richt, 
‘Thou beiris of makars the triumphs royal ; 
Thy frefche ennamalit termes celeftial, 

This mater couth haif illuminit full bricht. 
Was thou nocht of our Inglis all the licht, 
Surmounting every toung tereftrial, 

As far as Mayis morrow dois midnicht? 


Chaucer 
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Chaucer may indeed be regarded as the father, not 
only of Englifh poetry, but of that remarkable quality 
of writing called Aumour; a word which, I believe, 
has no correfponding term in any language, as we 
have none for the French zaiveré, for they are diftinct 
ideas. Naiveré, if I miftake not, only implies a za- 
tive gaiely, an unconfcious fimplicity, and is never ufed in a 
fynonymous fenfe. with Aumour, which implies fomething 
éharatteriftic, even though /évere or morofe, as we Say a 
humourous gravity. Fontaine has naiveré, Chaucer has hu- 
mour. Wit is an aflimulation of diftant ideas: Humour 
is confined to manner either of {peaking or writing. 

It has been affirmed by fome eminent critics, that 
the moderns much excel the ancients in witty and hu- 
mourous compofition; and alledged, that the ancients 
have no writers in thefe kinds to oppofe to Don Quixote, 
Hudibras, The Splendid Shilling, the Adventures of 
Gil Blas, The Tale of a Tub, and the Rehearfal *. 
But in this they did not reflect that they only faw one 
fide of the queftion. The fact is, that wit is the moft 
fgeting and tranfitory quality writing can have. 
Like an exquifite effence, it waftes itfelf, and leaves 

* Adventurer, No. 133. The réader will fmile at the 


works here enumerated, when he thinks on the omiflion 
of thofe of Shakfpere, Fielding, and Smollet; the laft of 


be o ‘ i 
whoth was a writer of the moft genuine humour that ever 
exifted. 

os only 
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The Marvgites of 
rect bei in, like Hudibras in our time, td 
ceafe vial i fddevausa before it was allowed -to perith, 
But the argument | would ufe is, in fho tt, that we 
cannot judge of the efforts of the ancients in this way, 
becauie their beft works are loft. Surely then to pies 
nounce again{t them, when they cannot be heard 
their cdetence, is not candid. It muft, however, be 
= 


eictiptive of: real 
life, and the moft ufeful kind of writing known, 


ROP IS? Parmeter) 0 drama as, x 5 
when properly Col aucted, app ars to have been fo- 
A 4 7 i 
reign to ancient eoneceptron? ~ Butta appears to me 
very evident that the Numan ining, in the progreis of 
ages, alters its fhape and powers, if I may fo exprefs 
; T ‘ Ainnwaeg (moet Fa Sess ae 
mytelf, In the days OT sTeCce a and Rome its criterion 
J J ? 


eem to have been ttrength: in modern times, ver- 


| . } ee ae woe Hence 1 a ea j 
fatility aud acutenefs, Hence the dij gnity and grandeur 


5 Fo + We ae eet eh LD. Sek eae ayo bs iyi ee: 
OF tNelr Writings; and the wit and prec lien Gr Ours, 


Reafons might be given for the difference, but this is 


not the proner place. 
4 
As we have feen Chaucer was fo much regarded -by 


the ancient Scotifh poets, I fui it was from hit 
} “ | ax (= ig 
they itook- thew ideas of burlefque- defcriptions of 
vulgat hife. 


rT 
Ehe: 
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The Conviviat fongs in this Selection are not 
many, I fhall not therefore infift on this head. It 
may, however, be obferved that, confidering how much 
the French have written in this way, it is fomething 
ftrange their ancient allies, the Scots, fhould have 
been fo barreri in this very eafy mode of compofition. 
One would-imagine the juice of the grape, that infpired 
Anacreon, was equally potent in his numerous French 
imitators; while the Scots, having little of that liquid 
infpiration, were by ale confined in the bands of fleep 
at the focial hour that gave the French dons vivants 
free accefs to the regions of fancy. 

It may perhaps be expected that, before clofing this 
eflay, I fhould offer fome remarks on Scotifh Mufic, 
a’ fubject of much intereft and curiofity to every lover 
of that beft fort of ‘melody which {peaks to the heart 
and paffions. But the ingenious author of an effay on 
Scotifh Mufic, annexed to Mr. Arnot’s Hittory of 
Edinburgh, has left me nothing to add on that. head. 
Dr. Beattie. has’ hkewife treated this fubject more 
briefly, but with his’ ufual elegance and ability, in his 
Effay on Poetry and Mufic as they affeé&t the ‘Mind, 
Another good writer * has likewife dropt a few re- 
marks on this matter. Both thefe eminent authors’ 


hs 


* Dr. Gregory in his Comparative View of the State and 
Faculties of Man with thofe of the Animal World, 


Lave 
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have uled many arguments to confute the opiniort or 


thate ; At nets TYyeaeunt SS iae anata ahs ae vie 
Chole who aicribe to | avid | oO tne invetition of 
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our Scotifh melodies ; an idea that, liké many Bina 


aDiurdity and confutati¢ 


flil< 


ep Pas x eee . ee ee < ov at Flee nies 
Teipecting the VOLUME Now under Lets reader Ss eve, 
.< a 


e has already been adm« 

1* > een. 1 oe Y ay 4) ees a 

this Work as a Collection, but as a Seleétion; not a 
pretending to offer the whole of the Scotifh Ballads to 


his view, but only the very bet of thém. The frit 


) ; : ns }, rena wash tr Gkenbics les 
volume + indeed prefents the reader with’ a complete 
digeft of futh traci preces yet ancovet d'in the 
ocotifa dialect, as any ways deferve prefervation ; 


thofe omitted being of no merit of any me Such 


are ‘Febmie Armftrong, Young Waters, Laird of Ochil: ree, 
4 OEE Soak Oe Le - pa ot 22 te ee Lag 4 
ibe b ALilLE of Harlaw, the 4) attle of Ar Qala pike 72 5 and 


t to mention Lord Yhamas and fair Annet 


lot 
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which 3ts\an Eneglifh Ballad; as well as Cheary Chace, 
though fome who have not feen Dr. Percy's ancierit 


rmed that fome Scotifhman has made fom 


nfor I 
ftanzas to the favorite Irifh air of Laneolve under thé nam 


heft cannot be toc 


of The Banks of the Dee. Suchat ) 
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condemned, as if perfifted in, there is an en ic of all national. 
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ballad of this name, will ftill contend for its being 
Scotith *, Of the Scotifh Ballads, pial fall under the 
title of this fecond volume, I mutt.confefs, perhaps, 
twenty or thirty more would have been admitted, had 


the limits of the work allowed it. » Yet here, I aad 


LU 
ufe a vulgar metaphor, prefented the reader with the 
cream of about a dozen volumes, moit-of them unt 


? 


common in-this part of the kingdom, The comic 


Such has been the generous impartiality of the minftrel 
who compoted this fine ballad, and who perhaps had been 
entertained with equal attention at Alnwick aad at Douglafs 
caitles, that hardiy ove intrinfic mark could be given to 
authorife the afcribing te it to a native of eithe er country, 
tili the ancient copy appeared, which at once terminated the 
dif{pute. 

An edit‘on printed at Aberdeen 1754, has a preface and 
ncétes, which pretent the arguments that were then valid 
for Chevy chace being a Scotifis compofition. 

The lots of Chevy chace might be compenfated to Scot- 
land by the recovery of tne tragic pieces of no inferior 
merit, were means ufed by thofe who have opportunities 
for that purpofe, Beriram the archer, the Robin Hood of 
Scotland, is now hardly-known to have exifted, though he 
was celebrated in many a heroic. dit ty. ‘The on pO aie 
kaos to the Editor is given, as {t clofes with a pretty 
thought. Bertram, being furrounded by his enemies, ad- 
drefles lis Weapons in this manner: 


aca rufty bow of the tough yew, 
That I in London bought ; 

aoe filken firings, if ye prove true, 
That my true love has wrought. 


pieces, 
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xt 


pieces here given, are chofen either from their being 
rare, | their being unpublifhed, or their intrinfie 
merit. 

For the very curious piece, which is placed at the 
head of this volume, and now firit publifhed, I am in- 
debted to the friendfhip of the moft learned and in- 
genious Editor of the Reliques of Ancient Englith 
Poetry. Peblis to the Play will certainly be looked upon 
as a very confiderable acquifition to ancient Scotifh 
Poetry, and will, I doubt not, gain Dr, Percy, to 


4, 


1om alone the reader is beholden for it, much grate- 


ful applaufe in the Northern part of the kingdom in 


articiwa e 


Indeed confiderable fame is already due 


rod 
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to him who firft fet the example of a legitimate collec- 
this kind, than which, if conducted with taite, 
nothing can well be more entertaining to, the lover of 


8 + 


octry. The Reliques of Ancient Englith Poetry were 


only the amufement of his youthful hours of relaxa- 
ition from feverer ftudies ; but might well be called a 
work of infinite labour and difquifition, if executed 

a writer of lefs genius to form a noble plan, and 


lity to put it in execution. For the politeneds 


peculiar to himfelf, with which the communication of 


this poem was- made, I now beg leave to offer him my 
Poa i Vals eerie eaters Seay ie aes 2 
public acknowledeme! Se 


Some 
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Some readers may perhaps think, that a few of the 
pieces in this volume might, with equal propriety, 
have been allotted to the firft, as being of a plaintive 
or mournful kind. In excufe it may be alledged, that 
the melancholy of thefe productions is not of the 
deepeft fhade, but fuch as may, with no blame, fall 
in with the prefent arrangement ; in the fame manner 
as the beft comic writings are inter{ peried with a few 
icenes of fugitive gravity. 


CoNsIDER 


ConSIDER IT WARILIE, REDE AFTINER THAN ANIS 
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PERRIS: TO THE PLAY, 


I, 


T beltane, quhen ilk bodie bownis 
To Peblis to the Play, 
To heir the fingin and the foundis ; 
The folace, futh to fay, | 
Be firth and forreft furth they found; 
Thay graythit tham full gay ; 
God wait that, wald they do that ftound, 
For it was thair-feift day, 
Thay faid, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 


B 


19 
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II. 


All the wenchis of the weft 

War up or the cok crew ; 

For reiling thair micht na man reft, 

For garray, and for glew: 

Ane faid my curchies ar nceht_preft ; tS 
Than anfwerit Meg full blew, 

To get an hude, I hald it beft ; ° 

Be Goddis faull that is true, 


Quod fcho, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 28 


iil. 


She tuik the tippet be the end, 
To latit hing {cho leit not ; 
Quod he, thy bak fall beir ane bend ; 
In faith, quod fhe, we meit not. 
Scho was fo guckit, and fo gend, 25 
That day ane byt fcho eit nocht 5 
Than fpak hir fallowis that hir kend ; 
Be ftill, my joy, and greit not 
Now. 
@f Peblis to the Play. 
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IV. 


Evir allace! than faid fcho, 

Am I nocht cleirlie tynt? 

I dar nocht cum yon mercat t6 

T am fo evvil fone-brint; 

Amang yor marchands my dudds do ? 35 
Marie I fall anis mynt 

Stand of far, and keik thaim to: 

As I at hame was wont; 


Quod {cho, 


Off Peblis to the Play: 4@ 


V. 


Hop, Calyé, and Cardronow 
Gaderit out thik-fald, 
With Hey and How rohumbelow ; 
The young folk were full bald. 
The bagpype blew, and thai out threw ag 
Out of the townis untald. 
Lord fic ane fchout was thame amangy 
Quhen thai were our the wald 

Thair weft, 
Off Peblis to the Play. 
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VI. 


Ane young man ftert in to that fteid, 

Als cant as ony colt, 

Ane birkin hat upon his heid, 

With ane bow and ane bolt ; 5g 
Said, Mirrie Madinis, think not lang ; 

The wedder is fair and {molt. 

He cleikit up ane hie ruf fang, 

Ra ’"Thair fure ane man to the holt 

ae Quod he. 

Of Peblis to the Play. Go 


VII. 


Thay had nocht gane half of the gait 

Quhen the madinis come upon thame ; 

Ilk ane man gaif his confait, 

How at thai wald difpone thames 

Ane faid The fairéft fallis me; 6< 
‘Tak ye the laif and fone thame, 

Ane uther faid Wys me lat be. 

On, Twedell fyd, and on thame 


Of Peblis to the Play. 


VU. 


Than he to ga, and fcho to ga, 
And never ane bad abyd you: 
Ane winklot fell and her taill up ; 
Wow, quod Malkin, hyd yow 
Quhat neidis you to maik it fua ? 
Yon man will not ourryd you. 
Ar ye owr gude, quod {cho, I fay, 
To lat thame gang befyd yow 

© Yonder: 


Of Peblis to the Play? 
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Than thai come to the townis end 
Withouttin more delai, 

He befoir, and {cho befoir, 

To fee quha was maift gay, 

All that luikit thame upon 

Leuche faft at thair array ; 

Sum faid that thai were merkat folk ; 
Sum faid the Quene of May 


Was cumit 


Of Peblis to the Play. 
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Than thai to the taverne hous 
With meikle oly prance ; 
Ane {pak wi wourdis, wonder crous 
A done with ane muchance! 
Braid up the burde, (he hydis tyt) 95 
Wear all in ane trance ; 
Se thatour napre be quhyt, 
For we will dyn and daunce, 
Thair out, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 109 


Ale 


Ay as the gudwyf brocht in, 
Ane fcorit upon the wauch. 
Ane bad pay, ane ither faid, nay, 
Byd quhill we rakin our lauch. | 
The gud wyf faid, Have ye na dreid ? 105 
Ye fall pay at ye aucht. | 
Ane young man ftart upon his feit, 
And he began to lauche 
For heydin, 
Off Peblis to the Play. 
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XTi. 


He gat ane trincheour in his haud, 
And he began to compt ; 
JIk naan twa and ane happenie, 
To pay thus we war wount. 
Ane uther ftert upon his feit, Ig 
And faid thow art .our blunt 
To tak fik office upoun hand ; 
Be God thow fervite ane dunt 
Of me, 
Of Peblis to the Play, 120 


XIII. 


Ane dunt, quod he, quhat dewil is that ? 

Be God yow dar not du’d. 

He ftert till ane broggit ftauf, 

Wincheand as he war woode. 

All that hous was in ane reirde; 125 
Ane cryit, ‘ The halie rude! 
§ Help us lord upon this erde 
$ That thair be fpilt na blude 
‘ Feirin, 

§ OF Peblis tothe Play-? . 13@ 
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Thay thrang out at the dure at anis 


Withouttin ony reddin ; 
Gilbert in ane guttar,glayde 
He gat na better beddin, 
Thair-wes not ane of thame that, day 136 
Wald do ane utheris biddin. 

Thairby lay thre and threttie fur, 

‘Thrunland in ane midding 


Off draff, 


Ane tadgear on the mercat gait 


Hard thame bargane .begin ; 


He gaiff ane fchout, his wyff came out; 


Scantlie {cho micht ourhye him: 
He | held, fe he drew, for duit that day 14g 
Micht na man fe ane {tyme 


To red thame 
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XVI 


He ftert to his greit, gray meir, 
And of he tumblit the creilis. 
Alace, quod {fcho,’ hald our gude man: 
And on hir knees {cho knelis. 
Abyd, quod fcho; why may, quod he, 
In till his ftirrapis he lap ; 
The girding brak, and he flew of, 
And upftart bayth his heilis 
At anis, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 


XVII. 


His wyfcame out, and gaif ane fchout, 
And be the fute fcho gat him; 
All bedirtin drew him out; 
Lord God! richt weil that fat him! 
He faid, Quhair is yon culroun knaif ? 
Quod icho, [reid yelat him 
Gang hame his gaites. Be God, quod he, 
I fall anis have at him 

At 
Of Peblis to the Play. 
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XVII. 


Ye fylit me, fy for fchame! quod fcho: 
Seas ye have dreft me ; 
How feil'ye, fchir, as my girdin brak 
Quhat meikle devil may left me. 
1 wait weil quhat it wes 178 
My awin gray meir that keft mes 
Or gif I wes forfochtin faynt, 
And fyn lay doun to reft me 
Yonder, 
Of Peblis to the Play, 189 


XIX. 


Be that the bargan was all playit 
The {tringis ftert out of thair nokks ; 
Sevin-fum that the tulye maid, 
Lay gruffling in the ftokks. 
John Jakfoun of the nether warde 185 
ac lever have giffin an ox, 
Or he hadcuming in that cumpanie, 
He fware be Goddis cokkis, 
And mannis bayth, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 
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With that Will Swane come fueitand out, 
Ane meikle miller man ; 

Gif I fall dance have donn lat fe 

Blaw up the bagpyp than: 


‘Phe {chamon’s dance I mon begin ; 195 
I trow it fall not pane. 
So hevelie he hockit about 
To fe him, Lord, as thai ran 
That tyd, 
Of Peblis to the Play ! 208 
XXII. 
Thay gadderit out of the toun 
And neirar him thai dreuche; 
Ane bade gif the daunfaris rowme, 
Will Swane makis wounder teuche. 
‘Than all the wenfchis Te he thai playit ; 206 


But, lord, as Will Young leuche! 
Gude goffip cum hyn your gaitis, 
For we have daunfit aneuche 


At anis 
At Peblis at the Play, 
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XII. 


Sa ferflie fyr heit wes the day 
His face began to frekill. 
Than Tifbe tuik him by the hand, 
(Wes new cuming fra the Seckill) 
Allace, quod {cho,. quhat fall I do? 3g 
And our doure hes na ftekill. 
And {cho to ga as hir taill brynt ; 
And all the cairlis to kekill 
At hir. 
Of Peblis to the Play. | 220 


XXII. 


The pyper faid now I begin 
‘To'tyre for playing to; 
Bot yit I have gottin nathing 


For all my pyping to you ; 


PT) 
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‘Thre happenis for half ane day 
And that will not undo. you: 
And gif ye will gif me richt nocht, 
The meikill devill gang wi you, 

Quod he, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 230 
XXIV. 
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XXIV. 


Be that the daunfing wes all done, le 
Thair leif tuik les and mair ; A ; 
Quhen the winklottis and the wawarris twynit if 
To fe it was hart fair. lea 
Wat Atkin faid to fair Ales, 235 = 
My bird now will I fayr : fs, 
The dewil a wourde that fcho might {peik, 
Bet {wownit that fweit of fwair ve 
For kyndnes. ae 
Of Peblis to the Play. 249 i 


XXV. 


He fippilit lyk ane faderles fole ; 
© And be ftill my {weit thing. 
€ Be the halyrud of Peblis 
¢ I may nocht reft for greting.’ 
He quhiffillit, and he pypit bayth, 245 
To mak hir blyth that meiting: 
My hony hart how fayis the fang, 
® Thair fall be mirth at our meting 

ae C7) 

Of Peblis to the Play. 
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XXXVI. 


Be that the fone was fettand {chaftis ; 

And neir done wes the day: 

Thair men micht heir fchriken of chaftis 

Quhen that thai went thair Way. 

Had thair bein mair made of this fang, 256 
Mair fuld I to yow fay. 

At beltane ilka bodie bownd 

To Peblis to the Plays 
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I, 


t 7 AS ne’er in Scotland heard or feen 
Sik dancing nor deray ; 
Nowther at Falkland on the green, 
Or Peebles at the Play. 
As wes of wooers as I ween, ie 
At Chrift’s Kirk on a day ; 
There came our Kittys wafhen clean 


In new kyrtils of gray, f W , 
Fou gay that day, | 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green, 


To danfs thir damyfells them dight ; 
Thir laffes light of laits. 
Thir gluvis war of the raffal right, 


‘This fhoon war o the ftraits. 
‘Thir kirtles were of Lineome light, te 
Weel preft wi mony plaits: 
They were fae fkych, whan men them nicht, 
They fqueild, like ony gaits, 

Fu loud that day, 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the greens 29 


jit, 


Of a thir maidins myld as meid 
Was nane fae jimp as Gillie ; 
As ony rofe her rude was red, 
Her lire was like the lillie ; 
Fou yellow yellow was her heid ; 25 
And {fcho, of luve fae fillie, 
‘Thoch a her kin had fworn hir deid, 
Scho wald hae nane but Willie 
Alane that day, 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the greene 30 
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IV. 


‘Scho fkornit‘Jock, and fkrapit at'him, i 
And murgeoned him wi mokks ; | 
“He wald hae luvit, fcho wald not lat him 
For a his yellow lokks. 7. 
He cherifh'd’ her, ftho bid gae chat him; | 
Scho compt him not twa-clokkis. 


fad 
Vv 


Sae {chamefully his fchort goun fat him | 
“His legs war lyke twa rokkis i 


At Chriit’s Kirk on the green, 49 


i 


. 

Or rungs that day | 
< YH | 

. 
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Tam Lutar was thair minftrel ‘meet, 
Gude Lord how. he coud lans! 
He playt fae fchill and fang fae fweet, 
Quhuyle Towfie took:a tranfs, 
Auld Lightfute thair-he coud foreleet, 
And counterfittet Franfs:: 
He held him as a man difcreit, 
And up the Morreis-danfs 
He tuke day 
At Chrii’s Kirk.on the green, 2) 
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Vi, 


Then Steen cam ftappin in wi ftends, 
Nae rynt micht him arrett, 
Splae-fut he bobbit up wi bends ; 


For Maufe he maid requeift. 


wt 


Lo 


i He Jap quhyle he lay on his lends, 
ab t But ryfand was fae preift, 
Quhyle he did hoaft.at baith the ends 
For honour o the feift, 
And dauns’d that day 


At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. 


CN 
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Vil. 


Then Robene Roy begouth to revelt, * 
And Towfie to him drugged ; 

Let be, quo Jock, and cawd him fevel, 
And be the tail him tuggit. 

The kenzie clicked to a kevel, 


a 
La 


God wots if thir twaluggit ! 
They parted manly wi a nevel: 
Men fay that hair was ruggit 

Betwixt them twa 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. 
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Ane bent a bow, fic fturt coud fteir him, i a 
Grit fkayth wead to haif fkard him ; at 
He cheift a flane as did effeir him: | . 
The toder faid; Dirdum Dardum: : 
‘Throuch baith the cheiks he thochtto chierhim, 7¢ ; 
Or throch the erfs haif chard him : | 
Be ane akerbraid it came na neir him ; 
I canna tell quhat mard him 


Sae wide that day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. 86 


IX, | 


Wi that a frien o his cried Fy ! 
And up an arrow drew: 
He forgit it fae forcefully 
The bow in flinders flew. 
Stk was the will of God, trow I S¢ 
For, had the tree been trew; 
Men faid, that kend his archery, 
He wald haif flain enow | 

Belyve that day ny 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green, 0 ie 
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“J wat nae quhidder his hand coud vary, 


SS LT a Re 


An hafty henfure, callit Mary, 


Quha was an archer heynd, 


Tytt up a taikel withoutten tary, 
That torment fae him teynd : 


Yr the man was his friend, 


‘For he efcapit, threw the michts of Mary, 


As man that nae 111 meirnid 
But gude that day 


At Chrift’s Kirk-on the green. 10® 


"XI. 


‘hen Lowry lyke alyon lap, 

And fone a flane can fedder: 

He hecht to perce him at the pap, 
"Theron to wad a wedder: 

He hit him on the wamera wap, 

It buft like ony bledder, 

But fua, his fortune-was arid hap, 


105 


His doublet made o lether 
Saift him that day 
-on the green. 
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The buff fae boiftroufly abaift him ~ i 
That he to th’ erd dufht down; ai 
The ither man for deid there left him, aq 
And fled out o the toun. 

The wives came forth, and-up thay reft him, .1 5° 
And fand lyfe in. the loun.. 

Then wi three routs on’s erfe.they reir’d him, . a 
And cur’d him out o foone | 

Frae hand that day 

At Chriit’s Kirk on the green. . 1204 


XU. ih 


A-yape young.man, that flude him neift, . 
Lous’d aff a fchot wi yre: 

4e ettlit the.bern.in at the brieft; 

‘The bolt flew owr the byre. 

Ane cryd Fy! he had flain a prieft 


i] 
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A myle beyond a myre. 
‘Then bow and bag frae him.he keift ; 
And fled as ferfs as fire 
Frae flint that day 
At.Chrift’s Kirk on the green, 130,' 


Wi forks and flails they lent grit flaps, 


And flang togidder like fryggs ; 
Wi bougars of barns they beft blew kapps, 
Quhyle they of berns maid briggs. 
The reird raife rudely wi the rapps, 135 
Quhen rungs war laid on riggs ; 
The wyfis came forth wi crys and clapps, 
Lo! where my lyking liggs! 

Quoth thay, that day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green, 14@ 


XV 


Thay girnit, and lute gird wi-granes ; 
ik goflip oder grieved, 


Ais 


Sum itrak wi ftings, fum gaddert ftains, 

Sum fled and ill mifchevet. 

The mentftral wan within twa wains, 14 
That day fu weil he prievit ; 

For he came hame wi unbirs’d bains, 


thar fechters war mifchieved 


p 


For eyir that, day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. 
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XVI. 


EHeich Hutchean, wi a hifil ryfs, 
To redd can throw them rummil. 
He muddilt them doun lyk ony myce : 
He was nae baity bummyl. 
Thoch he was wicht he was nae wyis 1e5 
With fic jangleurs to jummil ; 
For frae his thoume they dang a fklyfs 
Quhyle he cried, Parlafummil! 
I’m flain this day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. 169 


xVIf, 


‘Quhen that he faw his blude fae reid 
To fle micht na man let him. 
fle weind it had been for auld feid ; 
He thocht ane cry’d Haif at him. 
He gart his feit defend his heed, 165 
The far fairer it fet him, 
Quhyle he was paft out of all pleid ; 
‘They fould bene fwift that gat him 

Throw fpeid that day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. 170 
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XVII. 


1¢ toun foutar in grief was bowdin, 
His wyfe hang at his wait; 

His body was in blude a browdin; 
He grin’d lyk eny ghaift. 


) 
Hir glitterand hair that was fae gowden 175 
Sae hard in lufe him laift, 
That for her fak he was nae youden 
Seven myle that he was chaift, 
And mair that day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. iSo 
XIX, 
The miller was of manly mak,, 
‘To meit him was no mows ; 
There durft not ten cum him to tak, 
Sae noytit he their pows. 
The buichment hale about him brak, 195 


,° 


And bikkert him wi bows: 


oyne trayterly, behint his back, 
‘They hew’d him on the hows 


Behind that day 
’s Kirk on the green. 
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XX 


‘Twa that war herdmen of the herd, . 
On udder ran-lyk rams : 
Then followit feymen richt unaffeird, 
Bet on with barrow trams. 
But quhair thair gobs thay were ungeird . 
Thay gat upon the gams ; 
Quhyl bludy barkit war their bairds, 
As they had worriet lamms 
Maift lyk that day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green... 


XXI.. 
The wyves keift up a hideous yell. | 
Quhan all thir younkers yokkit ; 
Als ferfs as ony fire flauchts fell 
Freiks to the fields they flokkit. 
The carlis with clubs did uder quell 
Quhyl bluid at beifts out bokkit. 
Sae rede'ie rang the common bell 
That a the fteipill rokkit 

For reird that day- 

At Chrift’s Kirk on the green. 
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| Be this Tam Tailor was in’s gear, 
When he heard the common bell; 
Said he wald mak them all afteir 
When he cam there himfell. 
He went to fecht with fic a fear 238 
While to the erd he fell ; 
A wife, that hit him to the grund, 


Wi a grit knocking mell 
Fel’d him that day 
At Chrift’s Kirk on the green, 


XXII. 


When they had beirt like baited bulls, 
And branewod brynt in bales ; 
They war as meik as ony mulis 
That mangit ar wi es 

For faintnefs thae farfochtin fulis 
Fell down prs flauchtir fails ; 

i | Frefh men cam in a 4 hail’d the du 


And dang A i down in daits 


At Chrift’s Kirk on the green, 


COMIC BALLADS, 27 


XkIV. 


The bridegrom broucht a pint of aile, ie 


And bade the pyper drink it: \ 
Drink it, quoth he, and it fo flaile? 1] 
A fhrew meif I think it. i 
The bride her maidens ftood near by, 245 | 
And faid it was na blinked: del 


And Bartagafie, the bride fae gay, | 
Upon him faft fhe winked a 

Full foon that day aa 
At Chrift’s Kark on the green, 250 : 


XXY. ‘| 


When a was dune Dik with an aix 
Came furth to fell a fudder ; a 
Quod he, whair ar yon hangit fmaiks \ 
Richt now wald flain my brudder? 
His wyfe bad him, gae hame Gib Glaiks, Jes 

tad fae did Meg his mudder ; i 
He turn’d and gaif them baith their paiks, 
For he durft ding nane udder 

For feir that day 

At Chris Kirk on the green, 


— 


I: 
THE pauky auld carle came our the lee. 
Wi mony-good eens and days to mee, 
Saying, Gudewife, for your courtefie, 
Will ye ludge-a filly poor man ? 
The tics, was cauld, the carle was wat, 
And «own-ayont the ingle he fat ; 

My dochter’s fhouthers he ’gan to clap, 


And cadgily ranted and fives 


Il. 


© wow! quo he,..war.I as free 
AS firft when I faw this country, 

tow blythe and mirrie wad I be! 
“a I wad never think lang. . 
He grew canty, and {cho grew fain,. 
But little did her auld minny ken 
What thir flee twa togidder war fayen 
Whan wooing they war far thrang, . 
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And O, quo he, an yee war as black 

As evir the croun 9 your daddy’s hat, 
“Tis I wad lay ye be my bak, 

And awa wi thee I’d gang. 

And O, quo fhe, an I war as whyte 

As er the {naw lay on the dyke, 

I’d cleid me braw, and lady like, 

find awa wi thee I’d gang, 


IV. 


Between the twa was made a plot: 
They raife a-wee before the cock, 
Aad wylily they fhot the lock, 

And faft to the bent ar they gane. 
Upon the morn the auld wyfe raife, 
And at her leifure pat on her claile ; 
Syne to the fervant’s bed icho gaes 
To fpeir fer the filly poor man. 


V. 


‘Scho gaed to the bed whar the beggar lay, 
The itrae was cauld he was away; 
“$choclapt her hands, cry’d, dulefu day ! 
: For fome o our gier will be gane. 
 Sume 
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Sume ran to coffer, and fume to kift, 

But nocht was ftown that coud be mitt ; 

She dancid her lane; ery’d; Praife be bleft! 
d ? 


J have Indg’d a Jeil poor man: 


Vis 


Since nathing’s awa as we can learn; 

The kirn’s to kirn, and milk to yearn; 

Gae but the houfe, lais, and waken my bairn; 
And bid Her come quickly ben. 

The fervant gaed quhar the dochter lay; 

(The fheits, war cauld, {cho was away) 

And faft to her gudewife gan fay, 

Scho’s aff wi the Gaberlunyie man. 


Vil. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar ryn, 


And hafte ye find thefe traiters agen; 

For {cho’s be burnt, and he’s be fleang 
The weirifou Gaberlunyie man. 

Some rade upo horfe, fome ran afit ; 

The wife was wude, and out o her wit; 
Scho coud na gang, nor yet coud {eho fit, 


Pe vs 


But ay icho curft and fcho bann’d, 


coMadc BALDAD S. 
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Meantime, far hind out owr the lee, 
Fu fnug in a glen, whar nane coud fee, 
Thir twa, in kindly fport and glee, 
Cut frae a new cheefe a whang. 


‘The prieving was gude it pleas’d them baith ; 


To lue her for ay he gae her his aith: 
Quo {cho to leave thee I will be laith, 
My winfum Gaberlunyie man. 


IX. 


O kend my minny I war wi you, 

Pll fardly wad {cho crook her mou ; 

Sik a poor man fhe’d nevir trow, 

After the Gaberlunyie mon. 

My dear, quohe, ye’re yet our young, 


And hae nae learnt the beggars tongue, 


‘To fallow me frae toun to toun, 
And carry the Gaberlunyie on, 


%. 


Wikauk and keil I’ll win your bread, 


And fpinnels and quhorles for them wha need ; 


Whilk is a gentle trade indeed 
"Fhe Gaberlunyie to carrie. 


S4C DAT. DSA 


Vil bow my leg, and crook my knee, 


And draw a black clout our my eye, ; 
A cripple or blind they will ca me, 
While we fall fing and be merrie. 
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TNHERE was a jollie beggar, and a begging he was 
boun, 
And he tuik up his quarters into a landart toum 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving 
Sae late into the nicht ; 
And we'll gang nae mair a roving, boys, 


Let the moon fhine naer fae bricht. 


He wad neither ly in barn, nor yet wad he in byre; 
But ifi ahint the ha door, or els afore the fyre, 
And we'll gang, &cs 


The beggars bed was made at een wi gude clean ftraw 
and hay, 
And in ahint the ha dore, and there the beggar lay. 
And we'll gang, &c. 
D Upraife 
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Upraife the gude man’s dochter and for to bar the door, 
And there fhe faw the beggar ftanding i’ the floor, 
And we'll gang, &0. 


He tuke the laffie in his arms, and to the bed he ran; 
O ink hooky wi me Sif! Ye’ll waken our gude mane 
And well gang, &c. 


he beggar was a cunnin loon, and ne’er a word he {pak 
| i 


ill he iS his turn.doon, fyne he began to crack. 


Q- 
And we ll g gang, &XC. 


Pe | 


Is there ony dogs into this toun ? Maiden tell me trew. 


And what wad ye do wi them, my hinny and my dow ? 


They'll rive a my meal pocks, and do me mickle wrang, 
—— © dool for the doing o’t! Are ye the poor man ? 
And we'll gang, 8c. 
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Then fhe tuik up the meal pocks, and flang them at 
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I tuik ye for fome gentleman, at leaft the laird o Brodie. 
O dool for the duing o’t! Are ye the poor bodie ? 
And we'll gang, &c. 


He tuik the laffie in his arms, and gae her kifles three, 
And four and twenty hunder mark to pay the nurice 


fee. 
And we'll gang, 8c, 


He tuik a horn frae his fide, and blew baith loud and 


fhrill, 
And four-and-tw venty belted knights came tkipping our 
the hill. 


And well SINE, S26. 


And he tuik out his little knife, loot a his duddies fa, 


find he was the brawett BES that was amang 
them a. 


And we'll gang, &e. 


The beggar was a cliver loon, and he lap fhoulder-hicht, 


O ay for ficken quarters as I gat yefternicht. 
And we'll gang, 8c. 
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ii. 


The ayr grew ruch with boufteous thuds, “4 
Bauld Boreas branglit throw the cluds, af 
Maetft lyke a drunken wicht ; 

The thunder.crackt, and flauchts did rift 
Frae the black viffart of the lift ; 

The foreft {chuke with fricht : | 4) 
Nae birds abune thair wing exten, 
They ducht not byde the blatt ; Ne 
Uk.beift bedeen bang’d to thair den, 
Until the ftorm was paft : Md 


Ilk creature in nature 

That had a {punk of fence, 

In neid then, with fpeid then, 
Methocht cryt, ‘* In defence.” 


ilt, 


To fe a morn in May fae ill, 
I deimt dame Nature was gane will, 
To rair with rackles reil ; 
Quhairfor to put me out of pain, 
And fkonce my fkap and fhanks frae rain 
I bure me to a biel, 
D 3 Up 


fi 
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Up ane hich craig that lundgit alaft, 
Out owre a canny cave, 
A curious cruif of Nature’s craft, 
Quhilk to me fhelter gaif; 
Ther vexit, perplexit, 
I leint me doun to weip, 

3 


In breif ther, with grief ther 


J dattard owre on fleip. 


IV, 


+, 


teir Somnus in his filent hand 


I 
Held all my fences at command, 


Quhile I forgot my cair ; 


The myldeft meid of mortall wichts 
Quha pafs in peice the private nichts, 
That wauking finds it rare ; 

Sae in faft flumbers did I ly, 

But not my wakryfe mynd, 

Quhilk ftill {tude watch, and couth efpy 
A man with afpeck kynd, | 
Richt auld lyke and bauld lyke, 

With baird thre quarters fkant, 
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Grit daring dartit frae his ee, 

A braid-fword {chogled at his thie, 
On his left arm a.targe ; 
A fhinand fpeir filled-his richt-hand, 
Of ftalwart mak, in bane-and brawnd, 
Of juft proportions large ; 


A various rain-bow-colourt plaid 
Owre his left {pawl he threw, 
Doun his braid back, frae his quhyte heid, 


The filver whimplers grew ; 


Amaifit, { gaifit 


To fe, led at command, 


A ftrampant and rampant 
Ferfs lyon in his hand ; 


VI, 


Quhilk held a thiftle in his paw, 
And round his collar graift I faw 


This poefie pat and plain, 


Nemo me impune laceff- 
eet} e---- In Scots, Nane fall opprefs 
Me, unpunifit with pain 
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VIII. 


Our trechour peirs thair tyranns treit, 
Quha jib them, and thair fubftance eit, 


And on thair honour {tramp ; 


They puire degenerate! bend thair baks, | 
The victor, Longfhanks, proudly cracks | i ral 
He has blawn out our lamp: | 
. + pee ys 4 : 1 fi 
Quhyle trew men, fair complainand, tell, ili 


With fobs, thair filent greif, i 
How Baliol thair richts did fell, 
With {mall howp of reliefe ; 
Regretand and fretand 

Ay at his curfit plot, 

Quha rammed and crammed 
That bargain doun their throt. 


IX. 


Braif gentrie fweir, and burghers ban, 
Revenge is-muttert by ilk clan 

‘That’s to thair nation trew ; 

The cloyiters cum to cun the evil, 


Mail-payers wifs it to the devil, 


With its contryvi “ew 
With its contryving crew, 


dowd 


yea SE I I TE ST ume A 


efs fret owre heuchs and hills 


With mony a fair alace 
For blafting and cafting 


Our honour in difgrace. 


X. 


Waes me! quod I, our cafe is bad, 
And mony of us are gane mac 

Sen this difgraceful paction ; 

Weare felld and herryt now by forfs, 
And hardly help fort, that’s yit warfe, 
We are fae forfairn with fa€tion. 

Then has not he ies caufe to grumble, 
That’s forft to be a flaif ? 


Opprefiion dois the judgment jumble, 


May chains then, and pains then 
Infernal be thair hyre 


Quha dang us, and flang us 


XI, 


Then he with bauld forbidding luke, 
And ftaitly air did me rebuke, 

For being of {prite fae mein : 

Said he, Its far beneath a Scat 

To ufe weak curfes, quhen his lot 
May fumtyms four his {plein ; 

He rather fould, mair lyke a man, 
Some braif defign attempt 3 

Gif its not in his pith, what than! 
Reft but a quhyle content, 

Not feirful, but cheirful, 

And wait the will of Fate, 

Which mynds to, defynds to 
Renew your auntient ftate, 


XII, 


I ken fum mair than ye do all 
Of quhat fall afterwart befall, 

In mair aufpicious tymes ; 

For aften far abufe the mune, 
We watching beings do convene, 


Fra round eard’s utmoft clymes, 
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XIV. 


Quhen all your trade is at a ftand, 
And cunyie clene forfaiks the land, 
Quhilk will be very fune, 

Will priefts without thair {typands preich ? 
For noucht will lawyers caufes ftreich ? 
Faith that’s nae ee dune. 

All this, and mair, maun cum to pais, 
To cleir your glomourit ficht ; 

And Scotland maun be maid an afs, 
To fet hir judgment richt. 

They’! jade hir, and blad hir, 

Until {cho brak hir tether, 

Thoch auld fchois, yit bauld {chois, 
And teuch lyke barkit lether. 


XV. 


But mony a corfs fall braithlefs ly, 
And wae fall mony a widow cry, 

Or all rin richt agaih ; 

Owr Cheviot prancing proudly North, 
The faes fall tak the field near Forth, 
And think the day their ain; 
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But burns that day fall ryn with blude 
©f them that now opprefs ; 
Thair carcaffes be corbys fude, 
By thoufands on the grefs. 
€ Be ee A ieee -) 
A King then fall ring then, 
Of wyfe renoun and braif, 
Quhafe puifans and fapiens, 


Sall richt reftoir and faif, 


XVI, 


The view of freidomis fweit, quod I, 
O fay, grit Tennent of the ikye, 
How neiris that happie tyme ? 

We ken things but’ be circumftans : 
Nae mair, quod he, I may advance, 
Left I commit a cryme. 

Quhat eir ye plees, gae on, quod I, 
I fall not fafh ye moir, 

Say how, and quhair ye met, and quhy, 
As ye did hint befoir. 

With air then fae fair then, 

That glanft like rais of glory, 

Sae godlyk and oddlyk 

He thus refumit his ftorie. 


XVII. 


XVII. 


Frae the fun’s ryfing to his fett, 
All the pryme rait of Wardens met, 
In folemn bricht array, 
With vechicles of aither cl 


> 


a) 


Sic we put on quhen we ap 
i 
To fauls rowit up in clay ; 
Ther in a wyd and fplendid hall, 
Reird up with fhynand beims 
J 5 
Quhais rufe-tries were of rain-bows all, 
And paift with ftarrie gleims, 
Quhilk prinkled and twinkled 
Brichtly beyont compair, 
Much famed and named 


A CASTILL IN THE AYR. 


XVIII. 


In midft of quhilk a tabill ftude, 

A fpacious oval, reid as blude, 

Made of a fyre-flaucht, 

Arround the dazeling walls were drawn, 
With rays be aceleftial hand, 

Full mony a curious draucht, 
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Inferiour 
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Inferiour beings flew in haitt, 


ee ie nat throch the wyld waift, 
in bowlis of nectar ; 

lly and foundly 

k lyk Roman gods ; 

yve fae dois rove fae, 


That Mars and Bacchus nods. 


XY t yy 


it me 


Yuhen Phebus’ heid turns licht as cork, 


And Neptune leans upon his fork, 


And limpand Vulcan blethers : 
Quhen Pluto ate as he were wyld, 


And Cupid, luves wee wingit chyld, 
Fals down and fils his fethers. 
Quhen Pan forgets to tune his reid, 
And flings it cair 
And Hermes, wingd at heils and heid, 
Can nowther ftand nor lye: 

Quhen ftaggirand and fwaggirand, 


They ftoyter hame to fleip, 


Quhyle centeries and enteriés 
Immortall watches keip, 


AX 
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XX. 


Thus we tuke in the hich brown liquour, 


And.bangd about the nectar biquour ; 
But evir with this ods, 


We neir in drink our judgments drenfch, 


Nor fcour about to feik a wenfch 
Lyk thefe auld baudy gods ; 

But franklie at ilk uther afk, 
Quhat’s proper we fuld know, 
How ilk ane has performit the tafk, 
Affignd to him below, 

Our myndithen, fae kynd then, 

Is fixt upon our care, 

Ay. noting and ploting. | 

Quhat tends to thair weilfair. 


XXI3 


Gothus and Vandall baith lukt bluff, 

Quhyle Gallus fneerd; and tuke a inti 

Quhilk made Allmane to ftare ; 

Latinus bad him naithing feir, 

But lend his hand to haly weir, 

And of cowd crouns tak care ; 
E 


ke 


-Batavius 
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Batavius with his paddock;face 

Luking afquint, cry’d, Pifch! 

Your monks are void of fence or grace, 
{ had leur ficht. for fifch ; 

Your {chule-men ar fule-men, 

Carvit out for dull debates, 

Decoying and deftroying 

Baith monarchies and ftates. 


XxXI. 


Iberius with a gurlie nod 

Cryd, Hogan, yes, we ken your God, 
Its herrings ye adore. 

Heptarchus, as he ufd to be, 

€an nocht with his ain thochts-agre, 
But varies bak and fore ; 

Ane quhile he fays, It is not richt 
A Monarch to refiit ; 

Neift braif all ryal powir will flicht, 
And paffive homage jeft ; 

He hitches and fitches 

Betwein the ic and 4oc, 

Ay jieand and fleand 


Round lyk a wedder-cock, 
XXTI. 
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XXIII. 


I ftill fupport-my precedens 

Abune them all, for {word and fens, 
Thoch I haif layn richt lown, 

Quhilk was, becaus.I bure a grudge 
At fum fule Scotis, quha lykd to drudg 
To princes no thair awin ; 

Sum Thanis their tennants pykit and fqueift, 
And purfit up all thair rent, 

Syne wallopit to far courts, and bleift, 
Till riggs and fchaws war {pent ; 

Syne byndging, ‘and whyndging, | 
Quhen thus rédufit to howps, 

They dander and.wander 

About, puire lickmadowps. 


XXIV. 


But now its‘tyme-for me to draw 
My thynand fword againft club-law; 
And gar my lyon roir ; i 
He fall or lang gie fic a found, 
The eccho fall be heard around 
Europe frae fchore tovfchore ; | 
E 2 ‘Ther 
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Then let them gadder all thair ftrength, 
And ftryve to wirk my fall, 

Thoch numerous, yit at the lenth 

T will owreum them all, 

And raife yit and-blafe yit 

My braifrié and renown, 

By gracing and placing 

Aright the Scottis crowns 


XXV. 


Quhen my braif Brucecthe fanve:fall weit 
Upon his ryakheid, full clear . 
The diadem will fhyne ; 
Then fall your fair opprefliom Ceis,| 
His intreft yours he will not! fleiceys 
Or leif you eir inclyne: 
Thoch millions to his purfe be lent, 
Ye'll neir the puirer be, 
But rather richer}, quhyle.its pent 
Within thesScottifh te: 
The field then fall yield then 
‘To honeft hufband’s welth, 
Gude laws then dall.caufe then 
A fickly ftate haif helthe 
X<V!. 
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XXVI. 


Quhyle thus he talkit, methocht ther came 
A wondir fair etherial dame, i | 
And to our Warden fayd, i 
Grit Callydon I cum in ferch 
Of you, frae the hich ftarry arch, 
The counfill wants your aid ; ‘lot 


Frae evry quarter of the fky, 

As fwift as a quhirl-wynd, 

With fpirits fpeid the chieftains hy, 
Sum grit thing is defygnd. 

Owre muntans be funtains, 

And round ilk fairy ring, 

Lhaif chaift ye, O haift ye, 

They talk about your King, 


XXVII, 


With that my hand methocht he fchuke, | — 
And wifcht I happynefs micht bruke, i 
To eild by nicht and day, ie 
Syne quicker than an arrow’s flicht, | i 
He mountit upwarts frae my ficht, a | 
Straicht to the milkie way ; i i 
pI My |) 


we eR dae oo ee 
My mynd him followit throw the tkyes, 
Untill the brynie ftreme 

For joy ran trickling frae mayne eyes, 
And wakit me frae my dreme; 
Then peiping, half fleiping, 

Frae furth my ryal beild, 

It eifit me, and pleifit me 

To fe and {mell the feild. 


XXVIII. 


For Flora in hir clene array, 

New wafhen with a fhowir of May, 
Lukit full fweit and fair ; 

Quhile hir cleir hufband frae above 
Sched doun his rayis of genial luve, 
Hir fweits perfumit the ayr ; 
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The wynds war hufht, the welkin cleird, 
The glumand clouds war fled, 

And all as faft and gay appeird 

As ane Elyfian fched ; 

Quhil heifit and bleiit 

My heart with fic a fyre, 

As raifes thefe se 

Chat do to heaven a ipyre. 


VI. ANE 


VI. 


I. 
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E that has gold and grit richefs, 
- And may.be into myrrine(s 5 
And dois gladnefs fra him expell, 


And levis into wretchitnets, 
He wirkis forrow to himfell. 


II. 
He that may be but fturt or 


itryfe, 


And leif ane lufty plefand lyfe, 


And fyne with mariege dois 


him mell ; 


And binds him with ane wicket wyfe, 


He wirkis forrow to himfell. 


Ill. 


fle that has fer his awin genyie 

Ane plefand prop bot mauk or menyie, 
And fhuttis fyne at an uncow ichell, 
And is forfairn wi the fleis of Spenyie, 


He wirkis forrow to himfell 
E 4 
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And he that with gude lyfe and trewth 
But variance or uder flewth, 


Dois evir mair with ane maifter dwell, 
That nevir of him will haif no rewth, 
5 a 
t 


fe wirkis forrow to himfell. 


Vv. 
Now all this tyme let us be mirry, 
And fet nocht by this world a chirty ; 
Now quhyle thair is gude wyne to fell, 
He that dois on dry bread wirry 
Pe I gif him to the devill of hell. 


VII, Advice 


COMIC - BALLADS, 


Vil, 


I, 
AN, fen thy lyfe is ay in weir, 
YR And deid is evir drawand neir, 
Thy tyme unficker and the place : 
Thyne awin gude {pend quhill thow. has {pace. 


II. 
Gif it be thyne, thyfelf it ufis ; 
Gif it be not, thé it refufes ; 
Ane uthir of the profeit has : 
Thyne awin gude {pend quhill thow has {pace, 


III. 


‘Thow may to day haif gude to fpend, 

And haftely to morne fra it wend, 

And leif ane uthir thy baggis to brais. 

Thyne awin gude fpend-quhill thow has fpace. 
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Advice to fpend anis awin Gudes., 
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IV. 


Quhile thou has fe thou difpone, 

That for thy geir, quhen thow art gone, 

No wicht ane uder flay or chace. 

Thyne awin gude fpend quhill thow-has fpace. 


vs 
Sum all his dayis dryvis our in vane, 
Ay gadderand geir with forrow and pane ; 
And nevir is glaid at Yule gor Pais. 


Thyne awin gude {pend quhile thow has fpace. 


VI. 
Syne cums ane uder, glaid of his fotrow, 
That for him prayit nowdir evin nor morrow, 
And fangis it all with mirrynais. 
Thyne awin gude fpend quhile:thow has fpace. 


Vil. 
Sum grit gud gadderis, and ay it {pairs 5 
And after him thair cumis yung airis 
That his auld thrift fettis on an ace. 
Thyne awin gude {pend quhile thow has fpace. 


Vill. 
ft is all thyne that thou heir fpends ; 
And-nocht all that on thé depends 
Bot his to fpend it that has grace. 
Thine awin gude {pend quhile thow has {pace. 


&. IX. 
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IX. 
Treft nocht ane uther wil! do thé to 
It that thyfelf wald nevir do ; 
For gif thow dois ftrenge is thy cace. 
Thyne awin gude fpend quhile thou has fpace. 


X. 
Luk how the bairne dois to the muder, 
And tak example be nane udder, 
That it nocht after be thy cace. 
Thyne awin gude {pend quhile thow has fpaee. 


VII. BEST 
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Vill. 


BEST ' TOBE Dis sont 
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ULL oft I mufe and hes in thocht 
How this fals warld is ay on flocht, 
Quhair nothing ferme is nor degett ; 
And quhen I haif my mynd all focht, 
For to be blyth me think it beft, 


Ik. 


This warld evir dois flicht and wary ; 
Fortoun fa faft hir quheill dois cary 

Na tyme but turne can tak reft, 

For quhois falfe change fuld nane be fary, 
For to be blyth me think it bett, 


Ill. 
Wald man confidder in mynd richt weil, 
Or Fortoun on him turn her quheil, 
That erdly honour may nocht left, 
His fall lefs panefull he fuld feil. 
For to be blyth me think it beit, 
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IV. 
Quha with this warld dois warfell and ‘ftryfe, 
And dois his dayis in dolour dryfe, 
Thoch he in lordfchip be poffeft, 
He levis bot ane wretchit life. 
For to be blyth me think it beft. 


V. 
Of wardlis gud and grit richefs 
Quhat fruét has man but mirrinefs ? 
Thoch he this warld had, eift and weit, 
A were povertie but glaidnets. 
For to be blyth me think it beft. 


VI. 
Quho fuld for tynfall drown or dé 
For thyng that is bot vanitie? 
Sen to the lyfe that ever dois left 
Heir is bot twynkling of an ee. 
For to be blyth me think it beft. 


Vil. 
Had I for warld’s unkyndnefs 
In haift tane ony havinefs ; 
Or fro my pleafans bene opprett, 
I had bene deid langfyne doubtlefs. 
For to be blyth me think it bett. 
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Vil. 
flow evir this warld do change and yar 
Lat us in hairt nevir moir be’ fary; 
But evir be reddy and: addreft 
To pafs out of this frawfull fary. 
For to be blyth me think it beft, 


IX, ROBENE 
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IX. 


ROBENE AND MAK Y N. 


s 


He. 


le 


OBENE fat on gud grene hill, 
Keipand a flok of fie: 
Mirry Makyne faid him till, 
Robene thow rew on me; 
I haif thé luvit lowd, and. full 
This yeiris two or thre : 
My dule in dern bot'gif thow dill, 


‘Doubtlefs bot dreid I-dé. 


i. 


Robene anfwerit, Be the rude 
Nathing of lufe I knaw ; | 

Bot keipis my fcheip undir yone wud, 
Lo guhair they raik on raw. 

Quhat hes marrit the in thy mudey 
Makyne, to me thow fchaw ? 

Or quhat is luve or to. be 1u’ed z 
Faine wald I leir that law. 


TH 
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She. At luvis lair gif thow will leir, 


Tak thairan A, B, C: 

Be kynd, courtas, and fair of feir; 
Wyte, hardy, and fré. 

ve that no danger do thé deir, 
Quhat dule in dern thow dré ; 
Preifs the with pane at all poweir; 
Be patient and previe. 


IV. 


Robene anfwerit her agané, 

I wait nocht quhat is luve ; 

Bot I haif marvell incertaine 
Quhat makis thé this wanrufe. 
The weddir is fair, and I am fane, 
My {cheip gois haill aboif ; 

An we,wald play us in this plane 
Thay wald us baith reproif. 


V. 
Robene tak tent unto my tale, 
And wirk all as I reid ; 
And thow fall haif my hairt all hailé, 
Als far as maid couth yieds 


Sen God fendis bute for baill, 
And for murning remeid, 

In dern with thé but gif I daill 
Doubtles I am bot deid. 


VI. 


Hde, Makyne, to morne this ilka tyde 
And ye will meit me heir ; 
Peraventure my fcheip may gang belyd 
Quhill we haif liggit full neir. 
Bot maugre haif I an I byd 
Fra they begin to fteir ; 
Quhat lyis on hairt I will nocht hyd, 
Makyne than mak gud cheir. 


Vil. 


She. Robene, thou reivis me rois and reff, 
I luve but thé allone. 

He, Makyne, adew, the fone gois weft 
The day is neirhand gone. 

She. Robene, in dule I am fo dreft 
That lufe will be my bone. 

He. Ga lufe, Makyne, quhair eyir thou lift, 
For leman I lue none. 


F 
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Robene, I ftand in fic a ftyle, 

I ficht and that full fair. 

Makyne, I haif bene heir this quhile ; 

At hame God gif I wair. 

My hinny Robene, talk ane quhyle 

Gif thou wilt do na mair. 

Makyne fum uther man begyle, 

For hamewart I will fair. 


IX. 
Robene on his wayis went 
As licht as leif of tré: 
Makyne murnit in her intent, 
And trowd him nevir to fé. 
Robene brayd attour the bent; 
‘Phan Makyne cryit on hie: 
Now ma thou fing, for I am fchent ! 
Quhat alis lufe with me? 


x. 
Makyne went hame withouttin faill, 
Full werry aftir couth weip. 
Than Robene in a ful fair daill 
Affemblit all his {cheip. 


Sbe. 
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Be that fum parte of Makyne’s ail 
Ourthrow his hairt cowd creips 
He followit hir faft thair till affaill 
And till her tuke gude keeps 


+L 


A word for ony thing! in 
For all my luve it fall be thyne i 
Withouttin departing. 

All haill thy hairt for till haif myne 

Ts all my cuvating: 

My {cheip to morn quhill houris myne 
Will neid of no keping. 


Abyd, abyd, thou fair Makyne 3 | 


XI. 


Robene, thou has hard foung and fay; 

In geftis and {tories auld, 

The man that will not quben he may, 

Sall haif nocht quhen he wald. 

I pray to Jefu every day 

Mot eik thair cairis cauld, 

That firft preiffis with thé to play 

Be firth, forrift, or fauld. 

Oe MILL. 
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XII. 


He, Makyne, the nicht is foft and dry, 


Se. 


The wedder is warme and fair ; 

And the grene woud rycht neir us by 
To walk attour all, quhair 

Thair may na janglour us efpy, 

That is to lufe contrair: 

‘Thairin, Makyne, baith ye and £ 
Unfene we may repair. 


XIV. 
Robene, that warld is all away, 
And quyt brocht till ane end ; 
And nevir again thereto perfay, 
Sall it be as thou wend. 
For of my pane thou made it play, 
And all in vane I {pend : 
As thou hes done fa fall I fay 
Murne on I think to mend. 


XV. 


Me. Makyne, the howp of all my heill, 


My hairt on thé is fett, 

And evir mair to thé be leil, 

Quhyle I may leif but lett. 

2 Nevir 
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Nevir to faill, as utheris faill, 
Quhat grace that evir I gett. 
She. Robene, with thé I will not deill. mi 
Adew, for thus we mett, : i 


XVI. 


Makyne went hame blythe aneuche 
Attoure the holtis hair : (is S| 
Robene murnit, and Makyne leuche, | # 
Scho fang, he fichit fair. | 
And fo left him baith wo and wreuch, | 
In dolour ‘and in cair, 
Kepand his hird under a heuch, 

Amang the holtis hair. 


5. C 


X, 


e Wowing of JOK and JENNY, 


I, 


D>) YBEYN’s Jok cam to wow. our Jenny, 
% On our feiit evin quhen we were fow ; 

Scho brankit faft and maid her bonny ; 

And faid, Jok come ye for to wow ? 

Scho burneift hir baith breift and brow, 

And maid her cleir as ony clok. 

Than {pak his deme, aud faid, I trow 


Ye come to wow our Jenny, Jok, 


If. 


Tok faid, Forfuth I yern full fane 

To lout my heid, and fit doun by yow 
Than fpak we modir, and faid agane 

My bairne has tocher gud to gé yow. 

Te he, quoth Jenny, keik, keik, Ife you; 


PY 


Muder, yon man maks yow a mok, 


ail 


{chro the lyar, full leis me you ; 
I come to wow your Jenny. quoth Jok, 


COM IG B A*tL#A D'S, 


iil. 

My berne, fcho fayis, hes of hir awin 
Ane gufs, ane gryce, ane cok, ane hen, 
Ane calf; ane hog, ane fute-braid-fawin, 
Ave kirn, ane pin, that ye weill ken. 
Ane pig, ane pot, ane raip there ben, 
Ane fork, ane flaik, ane reill, ane rok ; 
Difchis, and dublaris, nyne or ten. 
Come ye to wow our Jenny, Jok? 


IV. 
Ane blanket, and ane wecht alfo, 
Ane fhule, ane fheit, and ane lang flail ; 
Ane ark, anealmry, and laddils two, 
Ane mylk-fyth with ane {wyne tail : 
Ane roufty quhittil to {cheir the kail, 
Ane quheil, ane mell the beir to knok ; 
Ane cog, ane caird wantand ane nail. 
Come ye to wow our Jenny, Jok? 


Mia 
Ane furme, ane furlet, ane pok, ane pek, 
Ane tub, ane barrow, with ane quheilband ; 
Ane turs, ane troch, and ane meil fak, 
Ane fpurtil braid, and ane elwand. 
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— Jok tuke Jenny be the hand, 

And cry’d, Ane feift ; and flew ane cok ; 
And maid a brydell up alland, 

Now haif I gottin your Jenny, quoth Jok, 


VI, 


Now, deme, I haif your bairne mariet, 
Suppois ye mak it nevir fa tuche, 

I latt yow wit fho is nocht mifkarrit ; 
It is weill kend I haif eneuche. 

Ane crukit gleyd fell our ane huche, 
Ane fpaid, ane fpeit, ane fpur, ane fok, 
Withouttin oxin I haif a pluche, 


To gang togidder Jenny and Jok, 


Vi, 


I haif ane helter, and eik ane hek, 

Ane nee ane creil, and als ane cradill, 
Fyve fidder of raggis to fluff ane jak, 

Ane auld pannel of ane laid fadill ; 

Ane pepper polk maid of a padell, 

Ane saat ane fpindill, wantand ane nok, 
Twa lufty lippis to lick ane laddil, 
Jenny and Jok, 


La be QNC POO) fe 
To gang togidde 
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VIII. lie | 
Ane brechame, and twa brochis fyne, 
Weil buklit with ane brydel renyé ; 


Ane fark maid o the Linkome twyne, ql 
a 5 i 
Ane gay grene cloke that will not ftenye. ' 


And yet for mifter I will nocht fenye i 

Fyve hundirth fleis now in a flok, | 

Call ye nocht that an joly menye il 

To gang togidder Jenny and Jok ¢ | 
IX. 

Ane trone, ane trencheour, ane ramhorne ipone, 

Twa buttis of barkit blafnit ladder ; 

All graith that gains to habbil fhone, 

Ane thraw-cruck to twyne ane tedder ; 

Ane brydil, ane grith, and ane fwyne bledder, 

Ane mafkene-fatt, and fetterit lak, 

Ane fcheip weil keipit fra ill wedder, 

To gang togidder Jenny and Jok. AL 


X. 
Tak thairfoir my part of the feift, i) 
It is weill knawin I am weill bodin ; 
Ye may nocht fay my parte is leitt. a’ 
The wyfe faid Speid. The kail are foddin ; | 
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And als the laverock is fuft and loddin ; 
When ye haif done tak haim the brok, 
The roft was tuche, fa were they boddin; 
Syn gaid togidder bayth Jenny and fok. 


XI. Ane 


XI, 


COMIC BALLADS. AS 


Ane littill Interlud of the Droichis 
part of the Play. 


I. 
IRY, Hary, Hubbilfchow ! 


Sé ye not quha is cum now, 


Bot yit wait I nevir how 
With the quhirle wind ? 


A fargeand out of Soudoun land, 


A gyane ftrang for to ftand, 


‘That with the ftrength of my hand 


Bereis may bind. 


ii. 
Bot yit I trow that I vary, 
T am bot ane blynd Hary, 


That lang has bene with the fary 


Farlyis to find. 

And yit gif this be not I, 

I wait it is the fpreit of Gy, 
Or ellis fle be the fky, 

And lycht as the lynd, 


3 


jII. 
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ee 
Quha is cum heir bot J, 
A bauld butfteous belloniy, 
Amang you all to.cry a cry 
With ane michty foun? 
That generit am of gyanis kynd, 
Fra the ftrong Hercules be {trynd ; 
Of all the occident and ynde 
My elderis woir the croun, 


IV. 
My foir grandfyr, hecht Fyn Mackowll, 
That dang the, devill and gart him yowll ; 
The fkyis rainid quhen he wald yowll, 
He trublit all the air. 
He gat my gud-fyr Gog Magog, 
He quhen he danfit the warld wald fchog, 
Ten thowfand ellis yied:in his frog 
Of Heland plaidis, and mair. 


a 
And yit he was of tendir yowth ; 
But aftir he grew mekle at fowth, 
Ellevin myle wyd mett wes his mowth, 
His teith was ten myle {quair, 
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He wald upoun his tais upftand, 

And tak the ftarnis doun with his hand, 
And fet thame in a gold garland 

Aboif his wyvis hair. 


shay = seo tt a 
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VI. | 


My fader, mekle Gow Macmorne, 
Out of his moderis wame was fhorne 5 iia 
For littilnes {cho was forlorne | 
Siche an a kemp to beir. 

Or he of aige was yeiris thre 

He wald ftep over the Occraine fe: 
The mone fprang nevir above his kné 5 
The hevins had of him feir, 


VII. 


Ane thowfand yeir is pat fra mynd 

Sen I was generit of his kynd, a 
Far furth in the defartis of Ynd | 
Amang lyoun and beir. 

Worthie King Arthour, and Gawane, | 

And many a bawld berne of Bartane, iv i 
Ar deid, and in the weiris ar flane, i 


Sen I cowld wield a fpeir. We 
Vill. yt ; 
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Vill. 
Sophie and thé Sowdoun ftrang, 
With weiris that has leftit lang 
Owt of thair boundis has maid me gang 
And turn to Turky tyte. 
The King of Francis grit army 
Hes broctit in derth in Lumabardy, 
That in the cuntré he and I, 
Can nocht dwell baith perfyte. 


Lb: ¢ 
Swadrik, Detmark, and Norraway, 
Nor in the Steiddis, I dar nocht ga 3 
Thair is nothing bot and flae, 
Cut throppillis, and make quyte. 
Yrland for evir I haif reffufit ; 
All wyis men will hald me excufit, 
For nevir in land quhair Eriche was ufit 
To dwell had I delyte. 


>. 
I haif bene formeft evir in feild, 
And now {a lang I haif borne the fcheild 
‘That I am crynit in for eild, 
This littil as ye may fie. 


haif 
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I haif been banneift under the lynd 

This lang tyme that nane could me fynd, 
Quhill now with this laft erftiz wynd 

I am cum heir perdie. 


XI. 


My name is WELTH; thairfoir be blyth 
I am cum comfort you to kyth. 

Suppois wrechis will waill and wryth, 
All darth I fall gar dré. 

For certanelie the trewth to tell, 

I cum amang you for to dwell, 

Far fra the found of Curphour bell 

To dwell thinks newir me. 


XIE. 


Now fen I am fuch quantitie 

Of gyanis cum as ye may fie, 
Quhair will be gottin a wyfe to me 
Of ficklyk breid and hicht ? 

In all this bowre is nocht a bryde 
Ane hour I wait, dar me abyde ; 
Yit trow ye ony heir befyde 

Micht fuffir me all nicht ? 


S-G 0 TIS H 
XIII, 


Adew, fareweil, for now I go; 
Bot I will nocht lang byd you fro. 
Chryft yow conferve fra every woe, 
Baith maidin, wyf, and man. 

God blifs thame and the haly rude ! 
Givis me a drink, fa it be gude; 
And quha trowis beft that I do lude 
Skink firft to me the kan. 


XII. Ane 


Ane Ballat of evill WYFEIS. 
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XI. i 


I. 


E mirry bretheren ane and ail, 


And fet all fturt on fyd ; iV 


And every ane togidder call 
To God to be our gyd: 


For als lang leivis the mirry man 


As dois the wrech for ocht he can, 
Quhen deid him fireks, he wait nocht quhan, 
And chairgis him to byd. 


II. 


The riche then fall nocht fparit be, 
Thoch thay haif gold and land ; 
Nor yit the fair for thair bewty ; EH 
Can nocht that chairge ganeftand : ; 
Thoch wicht or waik wald flé away, 
No dowt bot all mon ranione pay, 
Quhat place. or quhair, can no man fay, 
Be fie, or yit be land. 

G TIT. 
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Iii. 
Quhairfoir my counfaill, brethir is, 
That we togiddir fing, 
And ali to loif that Lord of blifs, 
That is of hevinis king. 
ha knawis the fecreit thochts and dowt 


Qui 
© 


sig 


all our hairtes round about ; 
And he quha thinks him nevir fo ftout 
Mone thoill that puni fing. 


IV. 
Quhat man but ftryf, in all his lyfe, 
Dois teft moir of deid’s pane, 
Nor dots the man, quhilk on the fie 
His leving feiks to gane? 
rite quhen diftrefs dois him opprefs, 
Than to the Lord for his redrefs, 
Quha gaif command for all exprefs 


To call and nocht refrain. 


Vv 
The myrrieft man that leivis on lyfe 
He failis on the fie ; 

For he knawis nowdir fturt nor firyfe, 


Eot blyth and mirry be. 
Bot 
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Bot he that hes an evill wyfe 
Hes fturt and forrow all his lyfe : ‘ ) 
And that man quhilk leivis ay in ftrife 


How can he muirry be ? 


VI. ‘| 


Ane evill wyfe is the werft aucht 

‘That ony man can haif; Mi 
For he may nevir fit in faucht, 

Onlefs he be hir fklaif, 

Bot of that fort I knaw nane uder 


Bot owthir a kukald, or his bruder, 
Fendlars and kukalds all togidder 
May wifs thair wyfis in graif. 


Vit. 


Becaus thair wyfis hes maiitery 
That thay dar nawayis cheip, ae 
Bot gif it be in privity, 

Quhan thair wifis ar on fleip. 

Ane mirry in thair cumpany 

Were to thame worth baith gold and fie } | 
Ane menftrall could nocht bocht be, i 
Thair mirth gif he could beit, q 
G 2 ‘VIL 


VIL. 
Bot of that fort quhilk I report 

T knaw nane in this ring ; 

Bot we may all baith grit and {mall, 
Glaidly baith dance and fing. 

Quha lift nocht heir to mak gude cheir, 
Perchance his gudes ane uther yeir 

Be {pent, quhen he is brocht to bier, 
Quhen his wyfe taks the fling. 


IX. 
{t has bene fene that wyfe wemen, 
Eftir thair hufband’s deid, 
Hes gettin men hes gart them ken 
Gif thay micht beir grit laid. 
With ane grene fling hes gart them bring ; 
The yeir quhilk won wes be ane dring ; 
And fyne gart all the bairnis fing 
Ramukloch in thair bed. 


oe 
Than wad {cho fay, Alace! this day 
For him that wan this geir ; 
Quhen I him had I fkairfly faid, 
My hairt anis mak gud cheir. 
4 Or 


Or I had lettin him {pend a plak, 

I lever haif wittin him brokin his bak 3 
Or ellis his craig had gottin a crak 
Our the heicht of the ftair. 


XI. 
Ye neigartis then example tak, 
And leir to fpend your awin : 
And with gud freynds ay mirry mak, 
That it may be weil knawin 
That thou art he quha wan this geir ; 
And for thy wyfe fé thou not {pair 


With gud freynds ay to mak repair, 
Thy honefty may be fhawin. 


XII. 


Finis, quoth I, quha fettis nocht by 
The ill wyfis of this toun ; 

Thoch for defpyt with me wald flyte 
Gif thay micht put me down. 

Gif ye wald know quha maid this fang, 
Quhidder ye will him heid or hang, 


Flemyng’s his name quhair evir he gang, 


In place, or in quhat toun. 
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I, 
I Mak it kend he that will fpene, 
*] 


i And luve God lait and air, 
God will him mend, end grace him fend, 
Quhen catyvis fall haif cair. 
Thairfoir pretend weill for to fpend 
Of geir, and nocht till {pair : 


x 


1 knaw the end that all mon wend . 
Away nakit and bair. 

With an O, and an I, 

Ane wreche fall haif‘na mair, 

Bot ane fchort fcheit at heid and feit, 


For all his wrek and wair. 


II. 
For all the wrak a wreche can pak, 
And in his baggis imbrace, 
sid fall tak him be the bak, 


yet ade 

se BR at, Men age Hane t 

And gar him cry, Aiace- 
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Than fall he fwak away with lak i 
And wait nocht to quhat place ; Hi 
Than will thay mak at him a knak : 
That maift of his gud hais. 

With an O, andan I, 

Quhyle we have tyme and fpace, 

Mak we gud cheir quhyle we are heir, | 
And thank God of his grace. i 


III. 

Were thair ane king to rax and ring 
Amang gude-fallowis cround, 

Wrechis wald wring, and mak murnyng, 
For dule thay fald be dround. 

Quha finds ane dring, owder auld or ying, 
Gar hoy. him out and hound : 
“Now lat us fing with Chry‘flis bliffing, 

Be glaid, and mak gude found. 

With an O, and ane I, | 
Now or we furder found : ‘f 
Drink thow to me, and I to thé i 
And let the cop go round. | 


IV. I 
Quha undirftude fuld haif his gude a : 
Or he were closd in clay, i 
Sum in thair mude thay wald go wude, 
And de lang or thair day. 
G4 
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Nocht worthe ane hude, or ane auld fnude, 
Thou fall beir hyne away, 

Wreche, be the rude, for, to conclude, 
Full few wiil for thé pray. 

With ane O, and ane I, 

Gude-fallowis, quhill we may, 

Be mirry and fré, fyne blyth we be, 


And fing on tway and tway. 
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THE BEATTY PU a'r. | 


I. 

UHEN Flora had our fret the firth, i 

O In May of every moneth quene, i 

Quhen merle and mavis fingis with mirth 
Sweit melling in the fchawis ichene ; 


Quhen luvaris rejofit bene, 

And moft defyrus of thair pray ; 

I hard a lufty luvar mene, 
_Thuve, bot I dar nocht affay. 


aie 
Strang are the panis I daylie prufe, 
Bot yet with patience I fuitene ; i 
I am fo fetterit with the lufe i 
Onlie of my lady {chene ; i 
Quhylk for her bewty micht be quene, 1 
Natour fa craftely alwey | 
Hes done depaint that {weit fcherene ; 
Quhome 1 lufe I dar nocht effay. 
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Il. 
Scho is fa brycht of hyd and hew 
I lufe but hir allone I wene; 
Is none hir lufe that may efchew 
‘That blenkis of that dulce amene. 
Sa cumly cleir ar hir twa ene, 
That {cho ma luvaris dois effray 
Than evir of Grice did fair Helene. 


Quhom I luf I dar nocht affay, 


XV. LUVE 


XV. 
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LUVE ANE LEVELLAR. 


F. 
; UVE preyfis but comparefone 
Li Both gentil, fempill, generall ; 
And of fre will gevis warefone 
As fortoun chanfis to befall. 
For luve maks nobill ladies thrall 
To baffir men of birth and blude ; 
So luve garris fobir wemen {mall 
Get maiftrice our grit men of gud, 


II, 
Ferme luve for favour, feir, or feid, 
Of riche nor pur to fpeik fould {pair 5 
For luve to hienefs has no heid, 
Nor lychlies lawlinefs ane hair. 
But puttis all perfonis in compair, 
This proverb planely for to preve, 
That men and wemen lefs and mair 
Are cumde of Adame and of Eve, 


II. 
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s gold, thoch cold oif critte "vis 
# ad, thoch gold gif gritter pryis. 
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Sa thoch my liking were 4 leddy, 
And I no lord, yet, nocht the lefs, 
Scho fuld my fervice find als reddy 
As duke to duchefs docht him drefs: 
For as proud princely luve exprefs 

is to haif foverenetie, 

So fervice cummis of fempilnefs, 


And leileft luve of law degré. 


A ledciy als for Jui to tak 

Ans 7 sine! (aenrah cen are aoe = 

Ane propir page, hir tym to pats, 
si 
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For quhy? As bricht bene birneii 
Avs filver wrocht at all dewyis ; 

Aiid.als: oud drinkin reese alee 
Ana als guc ail INAINY OUE OF giais 
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XVI. 


DOr Teas 


I. 
ETURNE thé hamewart, hairt, agane ; 


And byde quhair then wait wont to be: 


Thou art ane fule to fufler pane 

For luve of hir that luvis not thé. 

My hairt, lat be fic fantefe.; 

Luve nane bot as they mak thé caute: 
And lat hir feik ane hairt for the, 

For feind a crum of thé {cho fawis. 


li. 
To quhat effec fould thou be thrall 
But thank? Sen thou has thy fré will, 
My hairt be nocht fa beftral ; 
But knaw quha dois thé guid or ill. 
Remane with me, and tary full, 
And fe quha playis beft their pawis ; 
And lat fillok ga fling her fill, 
For feind a crum of thé {cho fawis. 


Ht Abeer 
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IIt. 
Thoch {cho be fair I will not fenyie, 
Scho is the kind of utheris ma: 
For quhy ? Thair is a fellone menyie 
That femis gud, and ar not fa. 
My hairt tak nowdir ‘pane nor wa, 
For Meg, for Merjory, or yit Mawis; 
Bot be thou glaid, and latt hir ga, 
For feind a crum of thé fcho fawiss 


IV. 
Becaus I find fcho tuk in ill, 
At her depairting thow mak na caif, 
Bot all begyld go quhair fcho will ; 
A fchrew the hairt that mane makis mair f 
My hairt be mirty late and air, 
This is the fynall end and claufe; 
And let hir fallow ane filly fair, 
For feind a crum of thé fcho fatvi3. 


XVII. RONDEL 
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XVII. 


RONDEL .OF LUVE. 


i if 


O guhat it is to lufe, 
L Lern ye that lift to prufe ; 
Be me, I fay, that no ways may 
The grund of grief remuve : 


Bot ftilt decay both nicht and day. 
Lo quhat it is to lufe't 


II. 


Lufe is ane fervent fyre 

Kendillit with defyre, 

Schort plefour, lang difplefour, 

Repentance is the hyre ; 

Ane puir trefour without meffour. 

Lufe is ane fervent fyre. 

ie iW, 


a EE aa EN a 


III. 


To lufe and to be wyws ; 


To rege with gude adwyifs ; 
Now thus, now than, fo gois the game; 


Incertaine is the dyifs. 


Thair is no man, I fay, that*can 


Both lufe and to be wyifs 


IV. 


Flé alwayis frome the fmair : 


Lerne at me to beware 


It is ane pane, and double trane, 


Of endlefs wo and cair. 


For to refrane that danger. plane, 


Fle alwyis frome the {naire 
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XVI: 
The WIFE of AUCHTERMUCHTY; | 


I; 
N Auchtermtichty thair dwelt ane man; a 
# An hufband, as I hard it tauld, 
Quha weil could tippill’out a can ; 
And naithir luvit hungir nor cauld. ” 
Quhill anis it fell upon a day. . 
He yokkit his pleuch upon the plain, 
Gif it be trew, as I heard fay, 


The day was.fowll for wind and rain. 


Tk: 
He lowfit the pletich at the landis en, i 
And draife his oxen hame at ene, 
Quhen he came in he lukit ben, H 
And faw the wife, baith dry and clene, of 
Sittand at ane fyre beik and bauld, : 
With ane fat foup, as I heard fay ; 
The man being very weit and cauld, 
Betwein thay twa it was na play. 


BAG OT DO ome 


Ii. 
Quoth he, Quhair is my horfis corn ? 
My ox hes naithir hay nor ftray: 
Dame ye maun to the pleuch the morn; 
I fall be huffy gif.I may. 
Hufband, quoth icho, content am I 
To tak the pleuch my day about ; 
Sa ye will rewll baith kavis and ky , 
And all the houfe baith in and out. 


IV. 
But fen that ye will huffyfkep ken, 
Firft ye fall fift, and fyne fall kned ; 
And ay as ye gang but and ben 
Luk that the bairnis fyle not the bed. 
Yeis lay ane {oft wyfp to the kill; 
(We haif ane deir ferme on our heid). 
And, ay as ye gang 'furth and till, 
Keip weill the gaiflingis fra the gled. 


V. 
The wyfe was up richt late at ene 
I pray God ‘gife her weil to fair! 
Scho kirn’d the kirn, and tkum’d it clene,, 
Left the gudeman bot bledoch bair. 
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Than in the morning up {cho gat, 
And on hir hairt laid her disjune ; 
And pat als meikle in her lap 


As micht haif ferd them baith at nune, - 


VI. 


Says, Jok, be thou maifter of wark, 
And thou fall had, and I fall ka ; 

Ife promife thé ane gude new fark, 
Outhir_of round claith or of fma. 
Scho loufit the oxin aught or nine, 
And hynt ane gad-ftaff in her hand.== 
Up the gudeman raife after fyne, 

And faw the wyfe had done command; 


VII. 


He cawd the gaiflingis furth to feid, 
‘Thair was but fevenfum of them a, 
And by thair cumis the gredy gled, 
And likkit up fyve, left him but twa ¢ 
Than out he ran, in all his mane, 
How fune he hard the gaiflingis cry, 
But than or he came in agane ; 
The calvis brak loufe and fuckit the ky. 
H2 
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VIII. 
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Vill. 
The calvis and ky met in the lone, 
The man ran with ane rung to red; 
‘Than thair cumis ane illwilly cow, 
And brodit his buttock quhill that it bled. 
‘Than hame ran to a rok of tow, 
And he fatt doun to fay the {pinning ; 
I trow he lowtit our neir the low— 


Quoth he, this work has ill beginning. 


IX. 
Hynd to the kirn than did he ftoure, 
And jumlit at it quhill he twat ; 
Quhen he had fumlit a full lang hour, 
The forrow a fcrape of butter he gat; 
Albeit na butter he could get, 
Yit he was cummerit with the kirne. 
And fyne he het the milk our het, 
And forrow a fpark of it wald yirne. 


x 
Than ben thair cam ane greidy fow, 
I trow he cund hir little thank, 
For in {cho fhot her mekle mow, 


And ay {cho winkit and {che drank : 
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He cleikit up an cruked club, 

And thocht to hit the fow:a rout ; 

The twa gaiflings the gled had left 
That {traik dang baith thair harnis out. 


XT. 


Than he bare kindling to the kill, 

But {cho ftert up all in ane low ; 
Quhatevir he hard quhatevir he faw 

That day he had na will to wow. 

Than he gied to tak up the bairnis, 
Thocht to haif fand thame fair and.clene ; 
The firft that he gat in his armis. 

Was a bedirtia to the ene, 


The firtt it fmelt fae fappelie, 

To touche-the Save he did nocht greine: 
The devill cut off thair hands, quoth he, 
That fill’d ye a fa fow yeftrene - 

He trailit the fowll theites down the gait, 
Thocht to haif wafchet thame on a ftane ; 
The burne was rifen grit of {pait, 

Away fra him the fheitis-hes tane, 

H 3 
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XIII. 
Then up he gat on ane know heid, 
On hir to cry, onhir to fchout ; 
Scho hard him, and {cho hard him not, | 
Bot ftoutly fteirid the ftottis about. 
Scho draif al day unto the nicht ; 
Scho loufit the pleuch, and fyne came hame ¢ 
Scho fand all wrang that fould bene richt ; 
I trow the man thocht richt grit {chame. 


XIV. 
Quoth he, my office I forfaik 
For all the dayis of my lyfe ; 
For I wald put ane houfe to wraik, 
Had I bene twenty dayis gudwife. 
Quoth fcho weil met ye bruke your place, 
For trewlie I will nevir accep it: 
Quoth he feind fall the lyaris face, 
Bot yit ye may be blyth to git it, 


XV. 
Then up fcho gate ane mekle rung, 
And the gudman maid to the doir : 
Quoth he, Deme I fall hald my tung, 
For an we fecht 1’ get the woir, 
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Quoth he, quhen I forfuik my pleuch, 
I trow I but forfuik my feill ; 

And I will to my pleuch agane, 

For I and this hous will neir do weil, 
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+ 
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€ OD fend every prieft ane w ifey 
And every nunne a man; 


Chat sh may live that haly life 


« 


" As firft the kirk began. 

th 
Tr; 

oanct Peter, quhom nane can reprufe, 
His life in marriage led: 

All gude preifts, quhom God did lufe 


Their maryit wyfes had. 


Lil 
Greit caufis then I grant had they 
Fra wyfes to refraine ; 
But greiter caufes have t 
Now wyfis to wed ag 

IV. 
For than.fuld nocht fa many hure 
Be up and doune this land: 
Nor yit fa many beggars pur 


4 


{nm kirk and mercat fiznd, 


an UA 
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V. 
And not fa meikill baffard feid 


Throw out this cuntrie fawin; 


Nor gude men uncouth fry fuld feed | 
An all the fuith were knawih. ' \ 


VI. 
Sen Chryft’s law, and common law, 
And do¢tours will admit tb og 
That priefts in that -yock fuld.draw, 
Quha dar fay contrair it? 
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XX. 


LwUS Depa ae ee 


I. 


Luftie Maye, with Flora queen, 

The balmy drops from Phebus fheen, 
Prelufant beams before the day, 
Before the day, the day, 
By thee, Diana, groweth green 
Through glaidnefs of this luftie Maye, 
Through glaidnefs of this luftie Maye, 


H. 


Then Aurora that is fo bright 

To woful hearts fhe cafts great light, 
Right pleafantly before the day, 
Before the day, the day, 

And fhows and fhades furth of that light, 
Through gladnefs of this luftie Maye, 
Through gladnefs of this luftie Maye, 
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Ill. H 
Birds on their boughs, of every fort, it 
Send furth their notes and make great mirth, 
.On banks that bloom; on every brae, 
On every brae, on every brae " 
And fares and flies oer field and firth, 
Through gladnefs of this luftie Maye, 
Through gladnefs of this luftie Maye. 


IV. 
All lovers hearts that are in care 
To their ladies they do repair, 
In frefh mornings before the day, 
Before the day, the day; 
And are in mirth ay mair and mair, 
Through gladnefs of this luftie Maye, 
Through gladnefs of this luftie Maye. 


V. i 
Of every monith in the year, 
To mirthful Maye there is no peer, 
Her gliftering garments are fo gay, 
Garments fo gay, fo gay; i 
You lovers all make merry cheer i 
Through gladnefs of this luftie May, 
Jhrough gladnefs of this luftie Maye, 
XXI, Tak 


t- 


Tak your auld :clok about ye. 


Dix winter when the rain rain’d cauld, 


And froft and fnaw on ika hill, 
And Boreas, wi his blafts fae bauld, 
Was MORAN a our ky to kill; 
Then Bell my wife, wha loes na itrife, 


> 


Said unto me right haiiilie, 

Get up goodman fave Crumy’s life, 
And tak your auld clok about ye. 

O Bell, why doft thou flyte and fcorn ? 
hou ken’{t my clok is very thin, 

It is fo bare, and overworne, 

A cricke he thereon cannot rin. 

Then I’ll nae langer borow or lend, 


} 


ce I’ll new apparei’d be ; 


bef 
Oo 
hea $ 
ps] 
3 4 


rrow det to toun and fpend, 


QO} ; ahout me. 


SokP Bi 
My Crumy is an ufefu cow, 


And fhe is. come of a good kine ; 
Aft has fhe wet the bairnis mow ; 
And I am laith that fhe fhould tyne. 
Get up, goodman, itis fou time, 
The fun fhines in the lift fa hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 
Gae tak your auld clok about yee 


Huw 
My clok was anes a good grey clok, 
When it was fitting for my wear ; 
But now its feantly worth a groat, 
For I have worn’t this thritty year. 
Lets {pend the gear that we have won, 
We little ken the day we'll die ; 
Then V’ll be proud fen I have iwora 
To have a new clok about me. 


S HE. 
In days when our king Robert rang, 
His trews they coft but half-a-croun, 
He faid they were a groat our dear, 
And ca’d the taylor thief and loun. 
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He was the king, that wore a crourty 
And thou’rt a man of laigh degree ; 
Tis pride puts a the country doun, 
Sae tak thy auld clok about thee, 


H E. 
Every land has its ain lough, 
Ik kind o corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warld is a run wrang 
When ilka wife her man wad rule. 
Do ye not fie Rob, Jock, and Hab, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the afe ? 
Pi ha a new clok about me. 


SH E. 


Goodman I wat ’tis thritty years 
Syne we did ane anither ken, 

And we have had atween us twa 

Of lads and bonny laffes ten : 

Now they are women groun and men, 
1 with and pray weil may they be ; 
And why will thou thyfell mifken ? 
Een tak your auld clok about ye. 
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H E. 


Bell my wife, fhe loes na ftrife, 

But fhe wald guide me if fhe can 5 
And to maintain an eafy life, 

I aft maun yield, tho I’m goodman. 
Noght’s to be won at woman’s hand 
Unlefs ye gie her a the plea ; 

Then I’ll leave off where I began, 
And tak my auld clok about me. 


XX, EWBUCHTS 
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XXII. 
EWBUCHTS MARION: 


I, 
V [LL ye gae to the eubuchts, Marion, 


And wear in the fheip wi mee? 
The fun fhines {weit, my Marion, 
But not half fae {weit as thee. 
O Marion’s a bonnie lats, 
And the blyth blinks in her ee ; 
And fain wad I marrie Marion, 


Gin Marion wad marrie mee. 


Il. 
Their’s gowd in your garters, Mariofi, 
And filler on your white haufe-bane ; 
Fou faine wad I kiffe my Marion 
At ene guhan I cum hame. 
Thereis braw lads in Earnfhaw, Mariotti 
Quha gap and glowr wi their ee, 
At kirk quhan they fee my Marion ; 
Bot nane of tham lues like mee. 


: 
I’ve nine milk ews, my Marion, 
A cow, and a brawny quay ; 
He gie them a to my Marion 
Upon her bridal day. 
And yee’s get a green fey apron, 
And waiftcote o London broun 3 
And wow but ye will be vapering 
Quhaheer ye gang to the town. 


IV. 
Ym young and ftout, my Marion, 
Nane dance like me on the greene ; 
And gin ye forfak mé, Marion, 
ffe een gae draw up wi Jeane. 
sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kirtle o cramafie ; 
And fune as my chin has na haire on 
} fall cum weft and fee yee. 
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XXII. The 
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XXIII. 


The yellow-haird LADODIE. 


HE yellow-hair’d laddie fat down on yon brae, 
Cried, milk the ews, laffy, let nane o them gae: 
And ay fhe milked, and ay fhe fang, 
© The yellow-hair’d laddie fhall be my goodman,’ 
And ay fhe milked, and ay fhe fang, 
‘ The yellow-hair’d laddie fhall be my goodman.’ 


The weather is cauld, and my ¢laithing is thin, 
The ews are new clipt, and they winna bught in ; 
‘They winna bught in tho I fhould die :— 

O yellow-hair’d laddie be kind unto me * 

They winna bught'in tho I fhould die :— 

O yellow-hair’d laddie be kind unto me! 


The goodwife cries butt the houfe, Jenny come ben, 
The cheefe is to mak, and the butter’s to kirn. 

Tho butter, and cheefe, and a fhould four, 

Ill crack and kifs wi my love ae haf hour : 

It’s ae haf hour, and we’s een mak it three, 

For the yellow-haii’d kaddig my hufband fhall be. 
XXIV, BESSY 
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BESSY BELL and MARY GRAY. 


I. 
ESSY Bell and Mary Gray 

They are twa bonnie lafles 5 
They big’d a bower on yon burn brae, 
And theek’d it our wi rafhes. 

Befly Bell I lo’d yeftreen, 

And thocht I neer could alter 3 
But Mary Gray’s twa pauky ecm 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Il. 
Beffy’s hair ’s like a lint tap, 
She fmiles like a May morning 5 
When Phebus ftarts fra Thetis lap 
The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, faft is her hand, 
Her wafte, and feet, fow genty. 
With ilka grace fhe can command ; 
Her lips O wow! they’re dainty. 
si 


Mary’s 


S 
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ita, 
Mary’s locks are like the craw,’ 
Her eye like diamond glances, 
She’s ay fae clean, red-up, and braw, 
She kills whene’er fhe dances. 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs fa gracefu ftill ; 
O Jove, fhe’s like thy Pallas ! 


IV. 
Befly Bell and Mary Gray 
Ye unco fair opprefs us : 
Our fancies jee between you tway, 
Ye are fic bonny laffes, 
Wae’s me for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're {tented ; 
Then 1’ll draw cuts and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


XXV. OWR 
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ae 


Will awa wi my le, 


I will awa wi her, 


Tho a my kin had fworn aud faid, 


Dll owr the Bogie wi her. 


If I can get but her confent, 


I dinna care a ftrae ; 


Tho ilka ane be difcontent 


Awa wi her I'll gae, 


Lawill awa, &e. 


For now fhe’s miftrefs of my heart, 


Ii, 


And wordy ef my hand, 


And weil I wat we fhanna part 


For filler or for land. 


Let rakes delyte to fwear and drink, 
And beaus admire fine lace ; 
But my chief pleafure is to blink 


On Betty’s bonny face, 


f wilawa, &c. 
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II. 
There a the beauties do combine 
Of colour, traits, and air; 
The faut that {parkles in her een 
Makes.her a jewel rare. 
Her flowing wit gives fhining life 
To a her other charms ; 
How bleft I’ll be when the’s my wife, 
And lockt up ia my arms! 


L will awa, XC. 


IV. 
There blythly would I rant and fing 
While o’er her {weets I range ; 
Vl cry Your humble fervant, king! 
Shame fa them that wad change 
A kifs of Betty, and a {mile, 
Abeet ye wad lay down 
‘The right ye hae to Britain’s ifle, 
And offer me your crown. 
I will awa, &c. 
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XXVI. 


To the tune of §* I’ll never leave thee.” 


I. 
H fpare that dreadful thought, 
C) If I fhould leave thee! 
May I all pleafure leave, 
Lafs, when I leave thee! 
Leave thee, leave thee! 
How can I leave thee ? 
May I all pleafure leave, 
Lafs, when I leave thee! 


II, 
By all the joys of love 
T’ll never leave thee. 
- May I all pleafure leave, 
Lafs, when I leave thee { 
Leave thee,. leave thee ! 
How can I leave thee? 
May I all pleafure leave, 
Lafs, when I leave thee ; 


Erg 
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ET’s be jovial, fill owrglaffes-; 
Madnefs ’tis for us to think 


How the warld is rul’d by affes, 
And the wife are rul’d by chink. 


+ ho | 


II. 
Never let vain cares opprefs us ; 
Riches are to all a {nare, 
We’re every one as rich as Creefus, 


While our bottle drowns our care. 


Ilf. 
Wine will make us red.-as rofes, 
Let us all our woes forget ; 
Let us, fuddlirg all our nofes, 


Drink ourtfelves quite out of debt. 


IV. 
hen grim Death is looking for us, 
We are toping at our bowls; 


YT 
\ 
y 


\ 


Bacchus joins us in the chorus, 
‘Death begone ! Here’s none but fouls. 


XXVIII, THE 
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XXVITFT. 


Wik SIOGER AD DTE,. 


I, 
h 3 Y foger laddie is over the fea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 
And when he comes home he’ll make me a lady: 
My blefling gang with my foger laddie, 


: II. 
My favorite laddie is handfome and brave, 
And can as a foger and lover behave ; 
True to his country ;. to love he is fteady ; 
Few can compare wi my foger laddie. 


III. 
Shield him ye angels fra death in alarms, 
Return him in triumph to my langing arms, 
From every care ye ever will free me, 
When back to my wifhes my foger ye gie me. 


IV. 
O foan may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muft if he get his due ; 
For in noble actions his courage is ready, 
Which makes me delight in my foger laddie. 
XXIX, 
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XXIX. 
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THE BANKS or GLYDE, 
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V HILE fome praife the pafteral margin of Tweed, 
And others the beautiful banks of the Tay, 

Accept, O fair Clyde, of my dutiful lay ; 

Thy rural meanders no ftream can exceed. 


II, 
Full oft thy wild banks in my youth did I tread 
The trout and the par from thy wave to decoy ; 
Maria then fhar’d in my innocent joy:— 
But Maria is falfe and my pleafures are fled! 
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DEIL TAK THE WARS. 


EIL tak the wars that hurried Willie frae me, 
: Wha to loe me juit had {worn ; 
They made him captain fure to undo me; 
Wae is me! He’ll.never return. 
A thoufand louns abroad will fight him, 
He.frae thoufands ne’er will run. 
Day and night I did invite him 
To ftay fafe frae {word and gun. 
I us’d alluring graces, 
Wi mony kind embraces, 
Now fighing, then crying, tears letting falls 
And had he my faft arms | 
Preferr’d to war’s alarms, 
By love grown mad, without the man of God, 
] fear in my fit I had granted all. 
5 I wath’d 
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I wafh’d and patch’d to mak me look provoking, 
Snares that they tald me would catch the men; 
And on my head a huge commode fat cocking 
Which made me fhew as tall again. 

For a new gown too I we muckle money, 
Which with gowden érs did fhine: 

Well might my love think me gay and bonny, 
Nae Scots lafs was eer fae fine. 

My petticoat I {potted, 
Fringe too with thread I knotted ; 

With lac’d fhoes, and filk hofe garter’d over knee, 
But a the Be | thought! 

To Willie they were nought ; 

Vho i to touns, and riffled with dragoons 


“9 
When he, filly loon, might have rifled 1 
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ip 
HERE dwalled a man in Aberdeen, 


And nowthir young nor auld was he, 


He never wanted wit at will, 
But wi’t was ugly as can be. 


II. 
Mony a lafs that had the tocher, 
Wham the carl fought to join 
Wi him to draw the pleuch of wedlock, 
Did the hatefu tafk decline. 


Il. 
Tired at laft wi fharp denyals, 
Straight he pafs’d to fillie Meg ; 
She had nowthir wit nor filler. 
Here, thocht he, I fall nae beg. 


IV. 
Save the gowd o her fair treffes, 
Bit o gowd neer had the quene ; 
Nor ither jewels in poffeflion, 
Than the jewels o her een. 
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Bot alike to her was miffing 

All the gowd that crouns the mynde 3 
Senfe, that jewel o the bofom, 

She could nowthir buy nor fynde. 


VI. 
He came, he faw, he overcame ; 
The fillie mayden bluth’d confents 
Hamewart as he bent his travel, 
Thus he thocht on his intent. 


Vil. 
‘¢ Tho this laffie want a noddle, 
66 [ hae wit to make amends ; 
¢¢. Tho I’m ugly, yet her bewtie 
¢¢ In our bairns will ferve like ends. 


VII. 
‘¢ Our childer, I can never dout it, 
¢¢ Will comely as their mither be ; 
¢© And in wit and prudence furelie 
«6 Thay will coppie after me. 


IX. 
«¢ Sae our race will bear perfection 
¢¢ Baith in bodie and in faul ; 
*¢ Surelie a mair happie marriage 
«© To man’s lot docht never fall.” 


Sac 
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Xs 
Sae the wicht fou fondlie dremit— 
Alack the iffue was far ither - 
The bairns war ugly as thair daddie, 
And thay were foolifh as thair mither. 
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I. 
e Niehou wert mine ain thing, 
L wad lue thee; Iwad lue thee; 


> 
How dearly wad L lue thee # 


it, 
Of race divine thou needs muft be 
Since nzithing earthly equals thee; 
For heaven’s fake O favour me, 
Wha only live to lue thee. 


An thou wert, &c. 


III. 
Sae lang’s I had the ufe of light 


I’d on thy beauties feaft my fight, 
Syne in faft whifpers thro the night 
I’d tell how much I lue thee. 

An thou wert, &c. 


IV. 
Tho I war number’d wi the dead 
My faul fhould hover round thy head ; 
4 may be turned a filent fhade, 
But never ceafe to lue thee. 
dda thou wert, &C. 
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To the tune of ** Alloa Houfe.” 


I, 

H how could I venture to luve ane like thee, 

And you not defpife a poor conqueft like me ? 
On lords, thy admirers, could look wi difdain, 
And knew I was naething yet pitied my pain ? 
You faid, while they teas’d you with nonfenfe and drefs, 
When real the paflion the vanity’s lefs. 
You faw thro’ that filence which others defpife, 
And while beaus were a-tauking read luve in my eyes. 


Il. 
O how I fhall fauld thee and kifs a thy charms, 
Till fainting wi pleafure I die in your arms, 
Thro’ all the wild tranfports of extacy toft, 
Till finking together together we’re loft ! 
O where is the maid that like thee ne’er can cloy, 
Whofe wit does enliven each dull paufe of joy, 
And when the fhort raptures are all at an end, 
From beautiful miftrefs turns fenfible friend ¢ 


K 
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IIT, 
In vain do I praife thee, or ftrive to reveal, 
(Too nice for expreffion) what only.we feel : 
In a that ye do, in each look and each mien, 
The graces in waiting adorn you unfeen. 
When I fee you I luve you, when hearing adore ; 
I wonder and think you a woman no more: 
Till mad wi admiring I canna contain, 
And kiffing your lips you turn woman again, 


IV. 
With thee in my bofom how can J defpair ? 
I'll gaze on thy beauties and look awa care; 
Vil afk thy advice when with troubles oppreft, 
Which never difpleafes but always is beft. 
In all that I write J’ll thy judgment require, 
Thy wit fhall correct what thy charms did infpire. 
ll kifs thee and prefs thee till youth is all o’er ; 
And then live in friendfhip when paffion’s no more. 


XXXIV. BOTHWELL. 


COMIC BALLADS. 


XXXIV. 


BOTHWELL BAWNXK. 


I. 


N the blyth beltane, as I went 
O Be myfel attour the green bet, 
Wharby the cryftal waves of Clyde 
Throch faughs and hanging hazels glyde, 
There fadly fftting on a brae 
I heard a damfel {peak her wae. 


Il. 


* O Bothwell bank thou blumeft fair, 

* But ah thou makft my heart fou fair ! 
‘ For a beneath thy holts fae grene 

* My luve and I wad fit at ene; 

* While primrofes and daifies mixt, 

© Wi bluebells in my loks he fixt, 

K2 
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IT. 


* But he left me ae drearie day 
* And haplie now fleips in the clay ; 


€ Without ae fich his dethe to roun, 

‘ Without ae flouir his grave to croun! 

* O Bothwell bank thou blumett fair, 
But ah thou makit my heart fou fair!’ 


AXXV, 


I, 


Y dear and only love, I pray 
That little world of thee 

Be govern’d by no other {way 
But pureft monarchy. 
For if confufion have a part, 
Which virtuous fouls abhor ; 
T’ll call a fynod in my heart, 
And never love thee more. 


II. 


As Alexander I will reign, 
And I will reign alone ; 
My thoughts did evermore difdain 
A rival on my throne. 
He either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deferts are {mall ; 
Who dares not put it to the touch 
To gain or lofe it all. 
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iil. 


And in the empire of thy heart, 
Where IJ fhould iolely be, 

If others do pretend a part, 

Or daré to fhare with'me; 

Or committees if thou erect, 


Or go on fuch a {core, 
T’ll {miling mock at thy neglect, 
And never love thee more. 


av. 


But if no faithlefs action ftain 
Thy love and conftant word, 
fll make thee famous by my pen, 

And glorious by my fword. 

Vil ferve thee in fuch noble ways 

As ne’er were known before ; 

T'll deck and croun thy head with bays, 
And love thee more-and more. 


COMIC BALLADS. 


XXXVI. 


I 


OMRADES puth about the glafs, 
And mak the chearfu ingle glow ; 
Time, a rogue that neer knew grace, 
Will urge alike his {teady pace, 
Whether we are bleft or no. 


I, 


Fill thritty bouts for ane o his, 
Toom ninety glaffes for his three ; 
For a their faws and prattles, this 
The beft and beaten road to blifs 
Wifer men have fand than we, 


If. 


Ef you can be bleft the day, 

Neer defer it till the morn: 

Peril ftill attends delay, 

As all fools will find, whan they 
Have their happie hour forborne, 
K4 
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IV. 
Comrades fill your glafs wi me; 
Let us drink, and laugh, and fing: 
Whan ye merry are and ree, 
Fear not to drink out your glee ; 
New delights the morn will bring, 


XAXVIT, ETTRICK, 


GOMIC BALLADS, 
XXXVII. 
BTTROK “BAN ES, 


I, 
O N Ettrick banks in a fummers night, 


At glowming when the fheep drave hame, 


I met my laffie braw and tight, 

Come wading barefoot a her lane: 

My heart grew Jight, I ran, I flang 

My arms about her lily neck, 

And kifs’d and clap’d her there fou lang ; 
My words they were na mony, feck, 


Ii. 
J faid, My laffie will ye go 
To the highland hills, the Erfe to learn? 
I'll gie ye baith a ew and cow, 
When ye come to the brig of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, neer fafh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law ; 
Chear up your heart my bonny lafs, 
"There’s gear to win we never faw, 


§ € OT I &'H 


HI. 
When we all day have wrought eneuch, 
When winter-frofts and {naw begin, 
Seon as the {un gaes weft the loch, 
At mght when ye fit down to fpin, 
Pll {crew my pipes and play a ipring ; 
And there the weary night we’ll en, 
Till tender kid-and-lamb time bring 
Our pleaiant fimmer back again. 


IV. 
Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans gleim oér ilka field, 
Vil meet my lafgs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my fimmer bield: 
Then, far frae a their feornfu din, 
Wha mak the kindly hearts their fport, 
We'll laugh, and kifs, and dance, and fing; 
And gar the langeft day feem ‘hort, 


XXXVIII. LOCHABER, 


COMIC BADLADS. 


XXXVIIL 
1 CC a Ger be a a hod Up 


I. 
AREWEIL to Lochaber, fareweil to my Jean, 
Where heartfome with her I have mony day bean: 
To Lochaber no more, to Lochaber no more, 
We'll maybe return to Lochaber no more. 
Thefe tears that I fhed they are a for my dear, 
And not for the dangers attending on weir ; 
Tho bore on rough feas to a far bloody thore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more! 


II. 
Tho hurricanes rife, tho rifes each wind, 
No tempeft can equal the ftorm in my mind; 
Tho loudeft of thunders on louder waves-roar, 
There’s naething like leaving my love on the fhore, 
To leave thee behind me my heart is fair pain’d, 
But by eafe that’s inglorious no fame can be gain’d: 
And beauty and love’s the reward of the brave ; 
And I maun deferve it before I can crave. 
lil, 


S.C .1Oo eT br ee 


IT, 


hen glory, my Jeany, maun plead my excufe, 


oince Honour commands me-show can I refufe 2 
ia Without it 


nnd 


ier Can 


lave merit for thee ; 
And lofing thy favour I’d better not be, 

I gae then, my Jafs, to win honour and fame, 
And, if I fhould chance to conte glorious hame, 
I'll bring a heart to thee with love running o’er, 


+ ae And then I’ll leaye thee and Lochaber no more, 
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OR the fake of gold fhe has left me, 
And of all that’s dear has bereft me, 

She me forfook for a great duke, 
And to endlefs woe fhe has left me. 
A ftar and garter have more art 
Than youth, a true and faithful heart ; 
For empty titles we mutt part ; 
For glittering fhow the has left me. 


Il. 


No cruel fair fhall ever move 

My injured heart again to love ; 

Thro diftant climates I muft rove 

Since Jeany fhe has left me. 

Ye Powers above I to your care | 
Refign my faithlefs lovely fair, : 
Your choiceft bleflings be her fhare, a 
Tho fhe has ever left ne! 


XL, BLACKFORD 


GO Tt tT See 


tt 
BLAC K\FOR Dt ELa. 


I. 

” FXHE man wha lues fair nature’s charms, 

-& Let him gae to Blackford hill - 
And wander there amanyg the craigs, 
Or down afide the rill ; 
L’hat murmuring thro the peblis plays, 
And banks whar daifies {pring ; 
While, fra ilk bufh and tree, the birds 


In {weeteft concert fing, 


Il. 


The lintie the fharp treble founds s 
‘The laverock tenor plays ; 

The blackbird and the mavis join 

To form a folemn bate : 

Sweet Echo the loud air repeats, 

Till a the valley rings ; 

While odorous {cents the weftlin wind 
Frae thousand wild flowers brings. 


I Hl. 
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ill. 
The Hermitage afide the bura 
Jn fhady covert lyes, 
Frae Pride and Folly’s noify rounds : 
Fit refuge for the wife; 
Wha there may ftudy as they litt, 
And pleafures tafte at will, | 
Yet never leave the varied bounds L 


Of bonny Blackford hill. | 


LI. TWEE DSIDE. | ) 


¥ N7 HAN Maggy and I war acquaint 
V 1 carried my noddle fu hie ; 

Nae lintwhite on a the gay plain, 

Hi 


IwWae VOW 
Oo 


fp 
I whittled, I pip’d, and I fang ; 


if... 


pink fae bonny as-fhe. 


I woo’d but I cam nae great {peed : 
Therefore I maun wander abroad, 


And lay my banes far frae the Tweed 


x) 
To Maggy my luve I did tell; 
My tears did my paffion expreis ; 
Alas! for I loo’d her owr weil, 
And the women loo fic a man lefs, 
Her heart it was frozen and cauld, 
Her pride had my ruin decreed ; 
Therefore I maun wander abroad, 


And lay my banes far trae the ‘Tweed. 


7 XLII. BIRKS 


BIRKS or ABERGELDIE. 
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XLII. 


I. 
ONNIE laffie will ye go, 
Will ye go, will ye go, 
Bonnie laffie will ye go 
To the birks of Abergeldie ? 
Ye fall get a gown of filk, 
A gown of filk, a gown of filk, 
Ye fail get a gown of filk, 
And coat of callimankie. 


ivr 
Na, kind fir, I dar nae gang, 
I dare nae gang, I dar nae gang, 
Na, kind fir, I dar nae gang; 
My minny will be angry. 
Sair, fair, wad fhe flyte, 
Wad fhe flyte, wad fhe flyte ; 
Sair, fair, wad fhe flyte ; 
And fair wad fhe ban me. 


L XLII. BRAX- 


$ ClO slik oe 


XLII. 


BRAXFIELD BRAES. 


I, 
N Braxfield bfaes, amang the broom, 
() How happie hae been! 
When June gard a the meadows blume, 


And clad the woods in green. 


II. 
Owr Gallitudlum to the burn 
How mirrie did I rove! 
My fteps by pleafant Clyde to turn, 
Or fit in Willie’s cove. 


lil. 
‘To catch the-menon or the eel 
Wi artlefs hook I tried; 
‘Then owr the heuchs.and craigs to {peel 


Wi eager hafte I hied. 


lV. 
‘yne ran the linties neft to fee, 
<~ 4 
Or plaie at penny itane, 


Ah days of youth how fweet are ye! 


Jar 7 a5 
But yene’er cum again: 


XLIV. LOW 


LIV. 


LOW DOWN IN. THE, BROOM: 


I. 
Y daddy is a canker'’d carle, 
He’ll na twin wi his geir ; 

My minny is a {calding wife 
Hads a the houfe a ‘fteer. 
But let them fay, or let them do, 
It’s a ane to me, 
For he’s low doun in the broom 
Waiting for me ; 

Waiting for me, my love; 
Waiting for me, 

For he’s low doun in the broom 
Waiting for me. 


II. 
My aurity Kate fits at her wheel, 
And fair fhe lightlies me ; 
But weil I ken it’s a for fpite, 
For neer a jo has fhe. 
But let them fay, &Cs 
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III. 
My coufin Madge was fair beguil’d 
Wi Johny o the glen; 
And ay finfyne fhe cries, Beware 
Of falfe deluding men. 


But let them fay, &Ce 


IV. 
Gleed Sandy he came weft ae night 
And fpier’d when I faw Pate; 
And ay finfyne the neighbours round 
They jeer me air and late. 


But let them fay, &Co 
Sot a 


XLV. 


I. 


QO NOME Annie, let us kifs our fill, 


And never dream of future il; 
Youthheid is Love’s haliday, 
Let us ufe it whan we may. 


i. 
See the fields are fili’d wi inaw, 
The winter-blafts fou bitter blaw ; 
In icy chains the ftreams are tyed : 
Tint is a the fimmer’s pride. 


III. 
We, my luvely lafs, owr fune, 
Whan our laughing fimmer’s done, 
Maun the blafts o Age fuftain ; 
And yield us to Death’s icy chain. 


IV. 
Let us bruik the prefent hour, 
Let us pou the fleeting flouir ; 
Youthheid is Love’s haliday, 
Let us ufe it whan we maye 
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“YT fell about 
And a gay'time it-was than, 


the Martinmas time, 


That our gudewife had puddings to mak, 


1 


And fhe boil’d them in the»pan. 


H. 
The wind blew cauld frae eaft and north, 
And | D lew into the floor ; 


Quoth our gudeman to our gudewife, 


YT, aT } } ~ 
ip and bar the door 


Iil. 
My Ba and is in my huffyikep, 
¢* Goodman, as ye may fee ; 
An it scan na be barr’d this hunder year, 
*¢ Its neer be barr’d by me.” 


IV 

They made a paction *tween them twa, 
hey made it firm and fure, 

t irft word whaever {pak, 


COMIC BoAVLAL A-D:aSs; ESI 
V. 


Than by there come twa gentlemen 
At twelve o’clock at night, 
Whan they can fee na ither houfe ; 
And at the door they light, 


VI. 
¢¢ Now whether is this a rich man’s houfe, 
‘> Or whether is it a poor f” 
But neer a word wad ane o them {peak 
For barring of the door. 


Vil. 
And firft they ate the white puddings, 
And fyne they ate the black : 
Muckle thought the gudewife to herfell, 
Yet neer a word fhe fpak. 


Vu. 
Then ane unto the ither faid, 
‘¢ Here, man, tak ye my knife, 
<¢ Do ye tak aff the auld man’s beard ; 
‘6 And T’ll kifs the gudewite. 


1X¢ 
¢ But there’s na water in the houfe, 
¢ And what fhall we do than ? 
¢¢ What ails ye at the pudding-bree 
‘6 That boils into the pan?” | 
See Xx. | 


n' 
O up then ftarted our gudeman, 
An angry man was he ; 


«© Will ye kifs my wife before my een, 


‘* And {cald me wi pudding bree ar 


XI. 
O up then ftarted our gudewife, 
Gied three fkips on the floor ; | 
** Gudeman you have fpak the firft word, 
‘* Get up and bar the door.” 


COMIC BALLADS. 
XLVII. 


‘ I. 
Saw ye my father, or faw ye my mither, 
Or faw ye my true love John ? 
I faw nae your father, I faw nae your mither, 
But I faw your true love John. 


AT. 

_ It’s now ten at night, and the flars-gie na light, 
And the bells they ring ding dang, 

He’s met wi fome delay that caufes him to {tay, 
But he will be here ere lang. 


Til. 
The furly auld carl did naithing but fnarl, 
And Johny’s face it grew red, 
Yet tho he often figh’d he ne’er a word replied, 
Till a were afleep in bed. 


iV. 
Then up Johny rofe, and to the door he goes, 
And gently tirled the pin, 
The laflie taking tent unto the door fhe went, 
And fhe open’d and lat him in. 


¢ 


a 


And are come at laft, and-do I hold ye fat, 
And is my Johny true? 
I have nae time to tell, but fae lang’s I like myfel, 


Sae lang fall I like you. 


VI. 
Flee up, flee up, my bonny gray cock, 
And craw whan it is day ; 
And your neck fhall be | 


1 
al 


ike the bonny beaten gold, 
And your wings of the filver-gray. 


Vil. 
The cock prov'd falfe, and untrue he was, 
For he crew an hour owr foon; 
The laffie thought it day when fhe fent her love away, 
And it.was but a blink.of the moon, 


ALVITI, 


COMIC BALLADS, 
XLVIIL. 


| 
gj Oe arms! Toarms! To arms, my lads! 
To arms! To arms! ’To-arms! 
Care, that canker’d loon, 
Is lurking in the town 
To charge us wi ferfe alarms. 


bays 
To arms! To arms! To arms, my lads! 
To quell his hatefou power, 
By way of a fhield, 
This bow] we will wield, 
~The liquor will foon gar him fkour. 


Ill. 
Charge, Charge, Charge, Charge, Charge him 
home, my lads ! 
Charge him home, Charge him home, fee he flees ! 
A glafs in your hand, 
Care never will ftand, 
You may kill him whenever you pleafe. 
2 XL 
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OT 
XLIX. 


K’ EP the country, bonnie laffie, 

Keep the country, keep the country ; 
Keep the country, bonnie laffie, 
Lads will a gie gowd for ye; 
Gowd for ye, bonnie laffie, 
Gowd for ye, gowd for ye; 


Keep the country, bonnie laffie, 


Lads will a gie gowd for ye. 


cOMIC 


aAt@ 


I. 
N fimmer I maw’d my meadow, 
In harveft I fhure my corn ; 
In winter I married a widow, 
I with I was free the morn. 


if. 
Blink over the burn {weet Beety, 
Blink over the burn to me: 
© my luvely lafs it’s a pity 
But 1 was a widow for thee = 


¥ fg ERE gaed a fair maiden out to walk 
In a {weet morning of July ; 

She was gay, bonnie, coy, and ycung, 

But met wi a lad unruly. 


i. 
He took her by the lilly-white hand, 
And {wore he loo’d her truly ; 


The man forgot but the maid thought on; 
© it was in the month of Jaly! 


COMIC BALLADS. 


LII. 


Y wife’s a wanton wee thing, 
My wife’s a wanton wee thing, 
My wife’s a wanton wee thing, 
She’ll never be guided by me. 
She play’d the loon e’er fhe was married, 
She play’d the loon e’er fhe was married, 
She play’d the loon e’er fhe was married, 
She’ll do’t again e’er fhe dic. 


RE BRB os ES O° OT MES Role A ods 


OR this very curious fpecimen of ancient Scotifh 

poetry, the reader has already been informed 
that the editor was indebted to Dr. Percy; who to the 
copy in his hand-writing, from which this is printed, 
annexed the following account of the original MS. 

‘ This old fong is preferved in the Pepyfian Library, 
¢ at Magdalen College in Cambridge, in p. 155, of 
‘ an ancient MS. collection of old Scotith fongs and 
¢ poems in folio; which MS. had, I believe, been a 
¢ prefentto the founder of that library, (old Mr. Pepys) 
‘ from the duke of Lauderdale, minifter to king 
¢ Charles II, It had originally belonged to that duke’s 

M * ancettor, ‘| 


anceftor, Sir Richard Maitland, knt. who lived m 
* the reign of queen: Mary, and her fon king James 
‘ VI; and contains a great number of fongs and poems 
‘ by the faid Sir Richard Maitland, which are of high 


¢ poetical merit, and throw moreover great light on the 


‘ incidents and manners of that age. It is remarkable 
‘that this old bard, Sir Richard Maitland, was blind 
‘ (like Homer and Milton), at leaft at the time when 
‘ fome of his poems were written; as he exprefsly 
‘ mentions it, and confoles himfelf very poetically under 
‘ the lofs of his fight, and very advanced age, in 
¢ one of his pieces intitled, Te blind Baron’s Comfirt. 
‘ Befides his own pieces, the MS. contains a felection 
¢ of the pieces of other bards collected by him: fome 
‘ of them (as this of James I.) no where elfe pre- 
¢ ferved. 

¢ The foregoing poem is exprefsly quoted for king 

James I’s compofition, and pofitively afcribed to 
¢ that monarch, in John Major’s Scotifh Hiftory, 4to. 
‘ See his account of king James J. towards the 

end, where Major feems to hint that a parody 


had been made of this fong of the king’s,. to ridi- 


‘ cule him for fome low intrigue in which the king 


had been detected, &c... I have not the book by me, 
but with this clue the meaning of that very obicure 
paflage, I think, may be decyphered. 


‘ This 
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© This fong written by king James I. is a proof that 
‘ Corif’s Kirk on the Green, was written by his de- 
* fcendant James V. being evidently a more modern 
¢ compofition.’ 

The paflage of Major, mentioned above, is as fol- 
lows. * Artificiofum libellum de Regina dum captivus 
* erat compofuit, antequam eam in conjugem duceret : 
et aliam artificiofam cantilenam ejufdem, Yas fen, 8c. 
et jucundum artificiofumque illum cantum, 4+ Bel- 
tayz, &c. quam aly de Dalkeith et Gargeil mutare 
_ © ftuduerunt, quia in arce aut camera claufus ferva- 
¢ batur, in qua mulier cum matre habitabat.”’ 

Dr. P. after writing his own remarks, having 
communicated this poem to feveral of his learned 
friends, they interfperfed theirs; and I fhall here give 
their obfervations, and a few of my own, upon this 
fingular production, after a few preliminary notices 
that may be neceffary to the Englifh reader. 

James I, king of Scotland, and the undoubted au- 
thor of the produétion now under view, was born in 
the year 1393, being the fon of Robert III. His fa- 
ther to fcreen him from the ambitious defigns of his 
uncle, the duke of Albany, fent him to France, but 
he was unfortunately taken at fea; and ungeneroufly 
detained in captivity by the kings of England, though 
during a truce between the two realms, for nineteen 

M 2 years ; 


é 


¢ 


¢ 


years nor was he releafed without payment of an 
. {a sarin mnt his affumi Ire +7 A nent 
immenie raniom. Upon fis auuming the government 
on the death of Iris father, in 1424, he enatted 
many wife laws, and acquired the efteem and af- 
se; but attempting to reform the 
feudal fyitern of his kingdom,. and im ‘confequenee to 
curb the power of his nobles, he was by fome of the 
4 
chief of them murdered in ‘his bed in 143%, Being the 


kg? _ - ae Py a6 Hae Peak 
h year of his age, and 13th of his reigns 


Ballenden, in his tranflation of *Heétor Boece’s: Hif- 
tory, gives this character of him: * He was weil learnit 
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to fecht with the fword, to juft, to turnay, to wer- 


« 


to fyneand dance; was an expert mediciner, richt 


‘ crafty in playing baith of lute and harp, and findry 
othir inftrumentis of mufike He was expert in 


« yramar, oratry, and poetry ; and maid fo flowand 


< and fententious verfis apperit weil-he was ane natural 


Mr. Walpole, in his Catalogue. of Royal and Noble 
ives us this lift of the works of James I. 


\ g on his queen. 
cotch Sonnets; one book. One of them, a lamen- 


tion while in England, is in MS. in the Bodletan Li- 


yraiies Gower and Chaucer exceedingly. 


He 
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He is faid to have written fome poetical pieces when 
in England, which is very likely ; but it appears to me, 
that Peblis to the Play dite not be one of thefe. He 
being not more than twelve years of age when he left 
Scotland, it is not\to be fuppofed’ that he was fo fa- 
miliar with the manners of his countrymen, as to paint 
them fo minutely as is done in this poem. 

PesLis To THE PiLay.] Peblis or Peebles is the 
county-town of Twedale. Ettrick foreft is not far dif- 
tant from it. That foreft was a royal chace : hence 
the kings of Scotland frequently refided there. Darn- 
ley was there in the ers before his deat se A 

Play appears to me here to mean an annual feftival : 
forme of which are ftill celebrated in diferent villages 
in England. The day is ftill obferved, though the 
occafion is loft in remote antiquity. Ep. 

Stanza 1. Beltane.}] A great Celtic feftival on the 
firft or fecond of May. See more of it in Macpherfon’s 


Differtations. H. 

Ib. found.] Perhaps from the A. S. Ey ty tesdleree 
(to te yundiend aliquo tendens. Vide Lye, Lexicon 
Anglo-Saxon, | P, 


The ‘conftruction of this paflage, which is miferably 


confufed, owing folely as would appear to the luft of 


alliteration, feems to me this; They found the folace 
(of the finging and mufic) foorh to fy, by jirth and by 
fore furth, (or around. ) Er. 
Starz, 
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St. 2. Garray.] Perhaps the fame as deray: vulgar 


words for jollity. P. 
Gari/o is ufed in England for fhewy, vain pomp. 
H. 
Garray perhaps is pratrl, from Anglo-Saxon Liypnan, 
Garrire. Fr. 
Ib. Glew.] In Englifh Glee, Mirth. Anglo-Saxon 
Lleo and Llp, ve 
Ib. Blew,] That is dlxe, quite gloomy, out of hu- 
mour. P. 


To look blue is ftill a phrafe implying to fem melan- 
choly. Ep. 
St. 3. Gend.} Gent is an epithet often applied to la- 
dies by Spenfer. It probably means dekcate, or perhaps 
Slender ; or it may be an abbreviation of gentle. 
J.B. 
The annotator has not obferved that none of his in- 
terpretations has any connexion with the context. ‘The 
girl was fo guckit (foolifh) and fo gend, that fhe would 
not eat. Gerd mutt imply peevi/b. Ep, 
St. 4. <Amang you marchands my dudds do?) Dr. 
P. reads, Amang yon marchands, (my dudds do) and 
interprets thelatter claufe, My clothes or dudds being done. 
Ithink the line only required the point of interroga- 
tion which I have lent it, to be perfectly intelligible: 
What! fays the country girl, My ragged cloths do amang 


30% 


5 Ie. eet tiated olin RE te eo ei 


vigils 0 ite! lian simaene 167 


you fine folk? An expreffion quite natural, and in cha- 
racter. The whole ftanza ftrongly paints the affecta- 
tion of a ruftic beauty and” coquette. Alas! fays fhe, 
am I not clearly ruined? 1 dare not go to the fbow I am fo 
 furburnt! (though at the fame time fhe was too fenfible 
of the luftre of her complexion ;) Will my ragged clothes 
do among yon. folks dreft as fine as foreiyn merchants? (though 
at this time fhe was dreft out in all her finery:) Marry 
1 foall only try to ftand afar off and look at them, as if Iwas at 
home in my homely habit; (though at the fame time fhe 
meaned not to go as a gazer, but as knowing her- 
felf an object that would draw univerfal admiration.) 
Ep, 
St. 5. Hop, Hop, Calyé, and Cardronow.§ Cailyé 1s the 
name of a place in the neighbourhood of Peebles, fo 
alfo is Cardrona, H, 
Hop or Hope is the fame. If I remember right 
1 have feen in, print a metrical charter of a Scotifh 


king, either of Hop by itfelf, or with other lands, for 


3D? 
Service ofa braid arrow, whenever be came to bunt in Yarrovy. 


Ep. 
Ib. Rohumbelow.] is the burden of an old Scotith 
tune. 
It was the burden or chorus of a triumphal fong 
made by the Scots on occafion of the victory gained 
at Bannock-burn, ; P: 
M 4 One i 


Se ep 
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One ftanza of this fong is preferved by Abercromby ; 
and is, if my memory ferves me, 
What weened the king of England 
So foon to win all Scotland ? 


With a hey and a bow rohumbelow. 


. Ep. 
St. 6. dirkin bat.) A hat made of birch interwoven 
like ftraw hats, worn by rufticks. Bs 
Ib. There fore ane man to the holt. | This feems to be a 
piece of an old fong. P. 


St. 7. How at thai wald difpone thame.| How at, that 
is, How that; a common Northerr defect. So in the 
Northumberland Houfhold Book, pafim. As ye wald ¢/- 
chew that at may enfue, for * that which may follow.’ 


B; 
St. 8. Malkin.] The Scots cant word for a hare, and 
fomething of Efau’s beauty. ANONYM. 


St. 10. Oly-prance.| is a word {till ufed by the vulgar 
in Northamptonfhire, for rude ruftic jollity. Oy 
prancing doings are ftrange, diforderly, inordinate fport- 


ings formerly ufed in Pilgrimages. se 
Ib. Adone with ane mifchance!} Have done with a 

plague or mifchief to you! P, 
Ib. (He bydis ryt.) Probably, He fpreads the table quickly 

expeditioufly. Pi 


I do not approve of this explanation of the very in- 


genious annotator, as the fpeaker, in the next line, 
£ 


Lay¢e 
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fave one, defires the landlady to fee that the zapré, or 
table cloth be white, which implies he had not got it ta 
{pread. I have no donbt but we fhould read he dydis 
tyt without a parenthefis. He Bids drefg out the table 
quickly. Kp. 

St. 11. At ye aucht.] That is, that ye owe, Bs 

St. 12. brogg/t frauf.] is a ftump of a fmall free, 
{tript of the bark, and ituck into the ground, with the 
ends of the branches left projecting out a little way ; 
in order to hang cups, &c. on for ready ufe, Ps 

It is, 1 think, a ftaff with a {pike in it, of the nature 
of a goad, but fhorter. H. 

St. 15.} Two lines of this ftanza appear to be loft, 
which feems to throw a little embarraffment over this 
part of the narration. Ep. 

St. 18. Lewait weil gubat it was.) The word xocht has 
been omitted by the tranfcriber. ae. 

I am rather led to think the ufual phrafe of this bal- 
lad, quod he, is here omitted, J wait weil gubat it was, 
quod be, "The fenfe of this confufed ftanza appears to be 
§ you have bedaubed me; fy for foame!” fays the wife, fe how 
you have drefime. How fell you, Sir? (Sir is often ufed in 
Scotland for Sirrah. If you fay Sir to a peatant, | 
will fometimes retort Sir rogue? or Sir gentleman?) 
He aniwers, 4s my girden brak——She interrupts him 


the 


with What meikle devil may left ye, for I think it ought to 


o 
beye, not me, Lef feems to be equivalent with deze 
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to hurt, as exe majffy, high treafon. What the devil 
burt you? He anf{wers, I know well it was my own gray 
mare that threw me. As (Or feems an error of ‘the old 
tranfcriber, indeed in old writ the words will be quite 
fimilar,) if J was faint, and lay doun to reff me. If this 
is not the fenfe, I leave the paffage to future com- 
mentators ; for when Chriffs Kirk on the Green boafts of 
fuch learned and refpectable interpreters as Bifhop Gib- 
fon, and Mr. Calendar, it is not to be fuppofed that 
a poem of oC fei antiquity and curiofity as this 
is, will want illuftration. Ep 


St. 19. she The nich in the ends of the bows in 


which the bowftring is inferted. ee 
St. 20. Schamon’s dance.) That is the Showman’s 
dance. ‘ws 
1 take this to be an Irifhy word. vs 


Schamon I interpret, with raaP Show-mntan ; 
but think Show man here means player, or adfor: fuch 
a@ dance aswas danced on the ftage. 

Ina again of a ballad, publifhed in a collection, 
Edinburgh, 1776, 2 vols. 8vo. in the defcription of a 
thi 


fairy is this line 


? 


— 


lis legs were fcant a /hathmonts length. 


The words feem the fame; perhaps fbathment, ot 


fchamon, is, after all, the old Scotifh word for a cricket, 


‘OY 
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or fome other nimble infect ; Schamons dance will in that 
cafe denote a quick reel. Ep. 
St. 21. Than all the wenfchis Te he thai playit.] This 
bears a great refemblance to this line of a {pirited 
modern poem, 
And all the maids of honour cry Te He. 
Heroic Epifile to Sir W. Chambers, 14th edit. 
Ep. 
St. Tifbe. 22.] Ifabel: pronounced Zidby, H. 
Ib. Seckell.| Perhaps fckle; but I doubt if any hay 
was ever made in Scotland in the beginning of May. 


Ep, 
Perhaps from Saccllum a chapel. ANONYM. 
‘I fuppofe we fhould read Aeckel; fee Gloffary. 

Ep. 


Ib. As her taill brynt.] This may innocently mean, 
She ran as if the tail of her gown was in flames. 

Ep. 

St..25. He fippillit lyke an faderles fole.| He chirped like 

_ a featherlefs fowl ; like a young unfledged callow bird. 
P. 

He cried like a child that has loft its father. Awnon. 

Ib. fayis the fang.| This proves that love fongs were 

current, and committed to memory in Scotland before 

the year 1430, about which time this poem mutt have 

been written; and, if we may judge from this line, of 

no 


eo) 


Tt. oS; 
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no mean merit, it being as fmooth as could be expect 
at-this day. can 
St. 26. Settand (chaftis.], I fufpec the word /chafiis has 
been brought from the end of the third line to this. 
The fun fettand (hafiis, if it means throwing darts, and 
no other interpretation canbe thought of, may indeed 
be that kind of baftard fenfe that 1s not uncommon in 
old verfifiers of the middling clafs, but I believe James I, 
would not fw written it. The fun was fett, axd—Or, 
The fun was fetting, (a word wanting,) would appear 


the pri yper way of reading this line. Ep. 
Settand is the old termination of the participle of the 


it tenfe, now altered to /etting. P. 
Ib. Had thair bein mair, &c.] This dry joke of the 
king’s calls to remembrance a fimilar itroke in the 
Morgante Maggiore of Pulci, where a hermit, in the 
middle of an interefting ftory, breaks off by telling the 
knight, his gueft and auditor, that his candle 13 
done, that he has no more, and muft of confequence 
EDs 


4 0 to bed 
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MW. CHRISTS KIRK ON THE GREEN, 


HIS edition is given from the laft, intitled, Tave 

ancient Scottifo poems; The Gaberlunzie Man, and 
Chrifts Kirk on the Green; with Notes and Obfervations by Foi 
Calendar, E/j. of Craigforth, Edinburgh, 1782, 8vo. Bifhop 
Gibfon’s edition of this ballad, printed at Oxford 1691, 
from Bannatyne’s MS. ig the earlieft edition. ‘Jam 
forry, however, to fee Mr. Calendar quoting Ramfay’s 
edition for fome parts of his text, as there certainly 
never was a more ignorant or rafh tra inferiber of an- 
cient ony poetry than Allan Ramfay. He feems' to 
have confidered it as very much ae es neeivet ha and to 
have exercif ‘ed his. own profeffion upon it by fhaving, 
curling, and powdering it at his will and, pleafure. 
Mr. Calendar might have given us a tranfcript of this 
piece from Bannatyne’s MS. in the Advocate’s library 
at Edinburgh; in which Dr. Percy has obferved in’a 
MS. note, Chrifts Kirk on the Green is very diferent from 
what it was isi tas filled with the innovations of Allan ° 
Ramfay.. This moft ingenious and faithful of all 


editors of ancient Er pave > has likewife the fol- 
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Play. In Maitland’s MS. the old fong of Chriffs Kirk 
differs from all the copies I have: feen in the con- 
* clufion of all the ftanzas; each of which ends with: 
this line, by way of burden or chorus; 


4 


4 


4 


4 


At Chriftis Kirk on the greene. 


always preceded by fome fhort line, as in this firft 


7 o - 
fianza ; 


é 


6 


« 


Was never in Scotland hard nor fene 
Sic danfing nor deray, 

Nother in Falkland on the grene, 

Nor Peblis to the Play, 

As was of Wowairis, as I wene, 

At Chryftis kirk on ane day, 

Thair come our Kittie, we{ching clene, 
In hir new kirtil of gray, 


‘ full gay 


‘ At Chryftis kirk on the grene. 


which I cannot help thinking is more genuine than 


that in the Evergreen, and the other editions, as it fo 


exactly refembles the concluficns of the ftanzas in 


Peblis to the Play.’ 


In confequence of thefe well 


founded’ remarks, I have preferved the burthen in 


this edition throughout. 


As the foregoing piece was undoubtedly written by 
James I. of Scotland, fo we have good authority, 
thongh not fo infallible, to afcribe this to James V.a 


prince 
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prince who delighted in low manners and adventures 
fo much, as often to difguife himfelf in order to enjoy 
them. He reigned from 1514 to 1542. A moft cu- 
rious account of his death may be found in Knox’s Hi/- 
tory of the Reformation of Religion in Scotland, He was 
the Zerbino of Ariofto; and is celebrated by Ronfard 
in as good verfes as ever came from his pen. 

The notes of Mr. Calendar are fraught with that 
knowledge of Northern literature for wltich he is fo 
juttly celebrated; and, though my opinion can add 
nothing to the general fuffrage, I cannot help jaying 
that, for univerfal fcience of Northern Antiquities and 
languages, Mr. Calendar may juitly be regarded as the 


moft learned man in Europe. I am forry to fee, he 


/ 
Cc 


takes no notice of a work he publifhed a fpecimen of 
fome time ago in his prefent publication; which leads 
me to fear he has dropt that grand defign. ‘This was 
his Bibliotheca’ Septentrionalis in the manner of D’Her- 
belot’s Bibliotheque Orientale, containing a complete 
fyftem of Northern fcience of every kind to be com- 
prized in two folio volumes. An amazing work! and 
which ought to be made a national concern. In his 
prefent volume he promifes a Gloffary of the ancient 
Scotifh language; but would he return to the large 
defign above praifed, the fame would be infinitely 
greater, without much greater labour. Words are for 
- pedants, 
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pedants, but facts are for all. There is, perhaps, no 
branch of learning more painful, and lefs glorious, than 
etymology. To Mr. Calendar the gloffary to this vo- 
Jume is much obliged. They who would fee what vatt 
intelligence may be beftowed in elucidating Chriffs Kirk 


on the green, and the following piece called, The Gabe r 


5 
lunyie man, are referred to his work. 

I muft remind the reader of a curious cireumftance, 
which is, that Sappho, the celebrated poetefs, .wrote 
a ballad (if I may fo call it) on a Country Wedding, 
which is mentioned by Demetrius Phalereus;. and 
which, I doubt not, refembled this. He obferves, fhe 
made the Ruftic Bridegroom and the Porter fpeak in 
mean and vulgar language, though fhe was herfelf 
happy in the moft exquilite expreflion, where it was 
to be ufed with propriety. See Dem. Phal. §. 166 
& ieq. 

Chrifis Kirk on the green.) The kirk-town of Leflie, 
near Falkland in Fife. 

St. 1. Falkland on the green.] Dr. Percy obferves, there 
pofibly once exifted a Scotifh fong of this title. Could 
this be recovered, he adds, the fubject would be com- 
plete. 

St. 3. 4s ony rofe, &c.] The alliteration in the firft 
of thefe two lines is happy, in the fecond. unfortunate 
and harth; dire fignifying fiefh, nor fhins 
2 
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St. 5. morreis dance.] is fo called from the Moors its 
inventors; as they were of the fiddle or violin. Pulci 
mentions it as ufed in the days of Charles the Great, 
but, I fuppofe on no authority : 

Avea Cerbante fatti torneamenti, 
E gioftre, e fefte, e balli alla morefca. 
Morgante Mag. Canto IV. ft. g2. 
Curious notices with regard to it may be feen in the 
lait edition of Shak{pere. 

St. 13. Fy! be had flain a prief.| ‘That is, committed 
the moft atrocious of murders. To kill a prieft was 
thought to unite facriledge and murder. Cardinal 
Beaton was fenfible of this when he cried, upon receiv- 
ing his mortal wound, J am a priegi, Iam a pric, 
Dy, fy, ail is gone, See Knox. 


ee EE 


lll THE GABERLUNYIE MAN 


is likewife afcribed to James V, but I am afraid upon 
no authority. If it is his, the ftanza flows amazingly 
fmooth indeed! From ftanza II. it would appear the 
writer wifhed to have it afcribed to James I; the firft 
lines of that ftanza bearing an analogy to his imprifon- 
ment in England. The nature and naiveté of this” 


piece are exquilite, 
N St. I, 
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St. I. for your courtefie.) That is, by your courtefie.} 
an adjuration. 

Ib. ayont the ingle.) That is, beyond the fire; the 
warmeit place in the room. In farm houfes of Scot- 
land, to this day the fire-place often ftands in the midft 
of the kitchen, fo that the family can all fit around. 
Ingle is a word appropriated to familiar fire in Scot- 
land ; to call fuch fre, is thought ominous among the 


country people. 
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T\ THE JOLLIE BEGGAR 
is likewwfe afcribed to James V. I believe upon no au- 


thority, but a blunder of Mr. Walpole’s, who con. 
founds. this. with the former. ‘The adventure may be 
the king’s, but I fufpect the defcription.is another’s. 
This piece is no lefs fpirited than the former. The 
tranfitions to oppolite paflions in both are defcribed in 
ch a rapid and eafy manner, as would have done 


credit to the firft comie writer, 


Vo THEW I'S Orn: 


In a letter which the Editor received fome time ago 
ftom the author of the Minttrel, the following remarks 
are made upon this poem ; which, being of fo good a 
judge, will; he doubts. not; have great weight with the 


teader. 


‘ The beft Scotifh peem of modern times that I have 
feen (for, .though the title pretends that it wag 
written four hundred years ago, I have reafon to think 
that it was produced in this century) is called The 
Vifion. 1am inclined to think that the Author of ir, 
whoever he was, muft have read Arbuthnot’s Hif- 
tory of Join Bull. But there are noble images in it, 
and a harmony of vertification fuperior to every thing 
I have feen in the kind. I fufpect that is the work 
of fome friend of the family of Stuart, and that it 
mult have been compofed about the year 1715.’ 

St. 6. Sayd Fere.| Fere; for mate, 1s a common word 


in ancient Scotifh. The Scotifh writers even carried it 


into England with them, as we may obferve in she Tra- 
gedies of William Alexander of Menfirie, London, 1607. 

St. 13.}] It is with regret I obferve, that the latter 
part of this ftanza is flill.applicable. Many Scotifh 
N 2 peers 
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peers have not fufficient {fpirit to flight Englifh gold, 
but ignobly to this hour, barter the liberties of their 
country, and their own independence for’it. May ex- 
ecration purfue their memories! Scotlandis, perhaps, 
at this day, the only country in Europe to which the 
philofophical light of liberty has not penetrated. ‘To 
oppofe a foolifh or corrupt minifter is, with my coun- 
trymen, to oppofe legal power. One of their moft cele- 
brated writers is juft now engaged, at a rated falary, to 
defend the caufe of corruptioi.—Not all his talents will 
fave him from the contempt of more enlightened pof- 
terity. 

St. 19-] This ludicrous defcription of the drunken 
gods is perfectly rifible. Nothing in Midas or The 
Golden Pippin can exceed it. ‘The feveral attributes are 
finely preferved. 

St. 25.] Bruce is here ufed for hirn the Jacobites efteem 
legal heir of the crown. The principles of this poem 
are utterly detefted by the Editor, as they are by every 
friend of mankind: he only gives it as a piece of fine 
writing in its way. The unhappy attachment to the 
family of Stuart, has wafted the fineft eftates, and 
fhed {ome of the beft blood in Scotland. It now exifts 
only in the breafts of old women. 

“The real Bruce (Robert I.) was a hero, if ever any 
fuch exited, The fineft epic poem iit the world might* 
pa ee gte be 
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be founded on his ftory. The famous Hiftory of the va- 
liant Bruce in heroic verfe, by Patrick Gordon, gentleman. 
Dort, 1615 3 reprinted at Edinburgh, 1718, is the beft 
attempt in this way. Some of the ftanzas are worthy 
_of Spenfer, 


VI ANE HIS AWN ENEMY. 


This and the eleven following are given from Lord 
_Hales’s very accurate publication of Ancient Scotifh 
poems from Bannatyne’s MS. dated 1468. Edin. 1770. 


iX. ROBENE AND MAKYNE 


was written by Robert Henryfon, Schoolmafter at 
Dunfermline about 1560. It ought to have been ob- 
ferved before that VI, VII, VIII, are written by the 
celebrated William Dunbar, the author of the Goldin 
Yerge, and chief of the ancient Scotifh poets. 

Bein.) Ay sie Ge lu That is. 2 fhort inftruétion, a 
catechifm, not a whimfical alphabet of vertues, as I 
believe we meet with in Don Quixotte: A. Amorous, > 
B. Benevolent, &c. 
N 3 St. 4 
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St. 4. Thay, } That is people, folks would blame us. 

St. 5. Yak tent.] Take heed. ‘This Scotith phrafe, as 
Iam told, being ufed to an Englifh lady, his patient, 
by a Scotifh phyfician, occafioned-a miftake almott 
fatal. The Phyfician always repeated to her, Above 
a things, Ma’am, take tents She underftood he meant 
fhe fhould take tent-wine after every meal; and fuffered 


much by following the fuppofed prefcription. 


X.. THE WOWING OF JOK AND JENNY. 


This piece, as Lord Hales obferyes, exhibits a lu- 
dicrous picture of the curta /upellex of the Scotifh com- 
mons in the 16th century. Every country mutt be poor 
till agriculture or commerce enrich it. That the firft 
of thefe was little cultivated in Scotland till within thefe 
late years is well known. The following epiftle of 
James VI. to Queen Elizabeth of England, is a curious 
proof of the poverty of the grain in Scotland in former 
times. It is copied from a MS. in the Editor’s poffef- 
fion. 

‘ Richt excellent, Richt heich, and michtie’ prin- 
‘ cefle, our deareft fufter, and coufing, in our hartieft 
* maner we recommend wus unto you. The great, and 
‘ almaift 
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almaift univerfall, failyie of the peis and beanis within 
our realme, thir tua yeiris begane, occafioned be the 
continuation of maift tempeituous, and unfeafonable 
wether, fallin out with us baith in the fawing and 
reaping tymes, greatlie to the intereft* of the haile 


pure anis of our land, comfortit chi 


fort of graine, has moved us to requeift your favor 
to the relief and help of this eee be {pairing 
fum part of the great ftore of the faid graine within 


your realmé; and granting therefore licence to fum 
truftie marchand, as we ar to employ that erand, 
by, carie, and tranfport fyftie 
thereof quhair maift comodiouflie thay may be had to 
the faid ufe. Quhairin ye fall baith greatle benefite 
the puir anis of our realme, and iall alwyis find us 
lyke affected to help your fubjectis diftreffed with ony 
fic neceffitie, and having the like requeift from you. 
And thus excellent, richt heich, and michtie princes, 
our deareft fufter, &c. From halryrudhous, the xx 
day of December, 1595. Your maift loving and af- 
fectioned brother, and coufing, James RY 

Indeed at this day peafe bannocks or cakes made of 
pease, are the principal bread of the Scotith peatantry. 
Among the above letters of James V/. in MS. is one to 
the Dutch about their detention of the Earl of Errol, and 


N 


QO. fb ES 


another relating to a fhip belonging to Adrian Wauch- 
ton rhe king’s paiuter. 

St. 3. Ane fute-braid-fawin.] That is a piece of cul- 
tivated ground of a foot fquare. A joke like that of 
the ancient writer who compared a fmall eftate toa 
Spartan epiftle, 


XI ANE LITTIL INTERLUD, &c. 


Lord Hales obferves on this fingular piece, that 
fome traces of theatrical compofition may be dif; 
covered in Scotland during the 16th century, Sir 
David Lindfay wrote feveral interludes.’ 

By the way, Sir David Lindfay was once a moft po- 
pular author in Scotland, witnefs the proverb, Js no in 
Davie Lindfay; meaning any thing out of the common 
road, We was in great celebrity in his own life time, 
about the period of the reformation, A {tory is told 
of an honeft farmer, who being on his death-bed, a 
pious neighbour brought an Englifh bible to read to 
him, The dying man had to that day never known 
of fuch a book, and, upon hearing fome of its mi- 
saculous contents, cried out, Hoot awa! Bring me 


Davie Lindfay. That’s all'a made frye 
7s 


NO AB ia es 185 


St. 4, Fyn Mazckow/.| ‘Better known in England, 
fays Lord Hales, ‘ under the moderni‘ed name of 
‘ Fingal.—Concerning this perfonage, whether real or 
‘ imaginary, there are innumerable legends in the 
‘ highlands of Scotland. He is more celebrated as a 
‘ giant, then as the hero of Offian.’ 

On the next line, ¢‘ That dang the devill, &c.’ his 
lordfhip obferves, ‘ This may allude to the conteft-with 
* the fpirit of Loda. Here let me ebferve, that to doubt 
‘ Fingal! and Temora being ancient compolitions, is 
‘ indeed, a refinement in fcepticifm. They contain 
‘ yarious allufions to the manners of other times, 
‘ which have efcaped the obfervation of Mr. Macpher- 
* fon himfelf.’ 

The Editor has been called a zealous defender of the 
antiquity of Oftian by thofe who had not underitanding. 
enough to perceive the {cope of his differtation’on the 
Oral Tradition of Poetry; which only attempts to 
prove that poetry may be a long time’ preferved by 
tradition ; without the flighteft reference to Ofhan’s 
antiquity, but from probability only of prefervation 5. 
which the candid reader will confefs to be no argu- 
ment. ‘Thefe people will {tare when he affures them 
that, fo far from being an advocate of Offian’s an- 
tiquity, he does not regard twenty pages in the whole 
work as ancient, and has always expreffed that notion, 


Nay 
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Nay be muft add that, if not two lines in the poems of 
Offian are ancient, that circumftance would, if in- 
ly proved, give an infinite addition in his opinion, 
to their fuperiative merit. So little has he of the 


St. 6.] Three ftanzas are here omitted, as full of 


filth, without humour to palliate it, 


XII. ANE BALLAT OF EVILL WYFFIS 


1s a fingular mixture of religion and fatire ; as is XIII. 


J 
o 
of religion and good fellowfhip. Such abfurd mingling 
of heterogeneous ideas is common in the poets of that 
period. Witnefls the Morgante Maggiore of Pulci, where 
every canto is begun with an addrefs to fome perfon of 


ra | oe 


+i" sth ehia mage glean. 
, or to the Virgin Mary, and a tranfition 


the irimnity 


immediately made to the wild adventures of the 


St. 2 Ane tut tre, unr without neff Ure | That is, a 
poor treafure of no mesfure, or account: ‘not a pure 
c I 
Se See he ee St Mie: ; 4 
tseafure without meafure, or bounds. 


T of. 3. 
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St. 3. Yo rege with gude adwyifs.] feems a tranflation 


Of Lnfazire docet certa ratione modoque. 


XVIII. THE WIFE OF AUCHTERMUCHTY. 


This ballad has always been very popular in Scot- 
land; and deferves it, as it is fraught with genuine 
nature and humour. In Bannatyne’s MS. it is inferted 
in a modern hand, 


XIX. 


This is given from ‘4 fpecimen of a book intituled, Ane 
compendious book of godly and Jpiritual fangs, ‘Se. Edin. 
1705. 


MY Hy US Tre Mon ee 


is given froma Collection, Edin. 1776, in which 1s this 
note; * The firft verfe of. this fong is cited in a book 
¢ intitled, 
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intitled, The Complaint of Scotland, &c. printed at 
Andrews, 1548; whereby it appears to have 
een a current old Scots fong in the reign of James 
‘ V.’ Seethe prefatory Differtation. 


This copy is evidently modernized. 
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is one of Ramfay’s fcngs, and one of his beft; but the 
woeful mixture of heathen mythology quite disfigures 
it. Pallas, fove, &c. never come from mortal mouth 
in common life, except within the walls of Bedlam; 
but they are a great refource to a writer who wants 
ideas. It may be called the Phabus of poetry. ‘The 
French, I think, ufe /e phebus lefs properly for Jomba/t. 


XX VI. 


This and XXIX, XXXI, XXXIV, XXXVI, XL, 
XLUE, XLV, XLVIII, have not appeared in print. 
XXX. DEITE 


XXX. DEIL TAK THE WARS, &c. 


This favourite air is in D’Urfey’s Pills to purge Me- 
lancholy, London, 1719, fix vols. 12mo. It is coms 
monly thought much more modern. 


AXXIII. 


In the third ftanza of this pretty fong, the reader 
will obferve imitations of Tibullus and Parnell. 


XXXIV. BOTHW ELL BANK, 


¢ So fell it out oflate years, that an Englifh gentle- 
¢ man travelling in Paleftine, not far from Jerufalena, 
«as hie paffed through a country town, he heard by 
‘ chance a woman fitting at her door, dandling her 
¢ child, to fing Bothwel bank thou blumeft fair. ‘The. 
* gentleman hereat exceedingly wondered, aud forth- 
€ with 
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‘ with im Englith faluted the woman, who joyfully 
‘ anfwered him; and faid fhe was right glad there 
* to fee a gentleman of our ifle: and told him that fhe 
¢‘ was a Scotifh woman, and came firft from Scotland 
< to Venice, and from Venice thither, where her for- 
* tune was to be the wife of an officer under the Turk ; 
‘ ote being at that initant sbibas and very foon to 
* return; fhe intreated the gentleman to flay there 
€ untill his retur The cl and fhe, for 
* country-fake, to fhew herfelf the more kind and-boun- 
* tiful unto him, told her hufband at his home-coming, 
‘ that the gent! n was her kinfman; whereupon 
* her hufband entertained him very kindly ; and at his 
* departure gave B m divers things of good yalue.’ 
Verfiegan, in his Kefiitution 8h decayed Intelligences Ant- 


Pe NS. 4s 5g 
werp, 1605. Chap. Of the firnames of our ancient fa- 
W344 ies 5 

Sa 
XXX V« 
his was written by the celebrated Marquis of Mons 


frofe; and fhows that he thought 


his fuperititious lor 


difplaying 
draw! 


‘ling fecond part, and one fla 


alty, even in a fong. 


there was a neceflity for 


A 


nzaof this are omitted. 


Thig 
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This nobleman, who was certainly a great warrior, 
and is efteemed a hero by the defenders of Charles I. 
© was diverfe yeires very zealous for the covenant, and 
* at the firft time that the Englifh came down to the 
-© kirks, when the Scots army lay at Dunilaw, the lot 
¢ of his regiment was firft tocrofs Tweed, whuk he did 
© himfelf, in the midft of the winter, boots and all, 
¢ Yet thereafter, at the fubfcryving of the league and 
¢ covenant, finding that General Lefly was preferred 
€ tohim, he changed his mind, and betook himfelf to 
‘ the king’s party.’ Scot of Scotstarvet’s Staggering State 
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knowledge of mankind. 

There is a curious account of his condemnation, &c. 
in a MS. in the Editor’s poffeflion, intitled, 4 Lester of 
the procecdings of the parliament (of Scotland) Anno 1650, 

yritten from Edr. May 20, an. 1650, by Mr. Thomas- 


Winzat, to bis brother George Winzat, 4t0- 


XXXIX. 


This {weet air was written by the late Dr. Auftin of 
Edinburgh, upon a lady’s marriage with one oi the 
dukes of Scotland, after fhe had given him much en- 


couragement in-his addrefles to-her, 
lee 


XL. 


Blackford hill is one of the romantic envirens of 
Kdinburgh, that moft romantic of all cities in fituation. 


XLVII. 


This excellent fong is already popular in England. 
The author of the words, and of the air, are, I be- 
lieve, both unknown, though they are both of fuper- 


lative beauty. 


XLIX. 


This fine little air is in the ftyle of what the French 
call a rondeler: and in none of their rondelers is the re- 
turn of the words better managed. 
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SECOND VOLUME. 


* * Any words not in this will be found in the Gloffary to 
the Firft Volume. 


A: 
Abaift, abafheds 
Allhaill, all and wholes 
Ahint, behind. 
Akerbraid, breadth of an 
acre. 
An, 7. 
Almry, cupboard. 
Ark, large cheft for keeping 
meal. 


Ale, afbes. 
Aucht, pofefion. 


B. 
Bales, woes. 
Ban, curfe. 
Bargane, /quablle, 
Barkit, tanned, 


Bartane, Bretagne. 
Baity bummil, effeminate 
fellow. 


~Barla fummil, a parley. 


Bedoun, dowz. 
Belomy, bel-ami, Fr. boom 
companion. 


Beft, deat. 


Beit, increa/e. 


Beirt, fought with noife. 

Biel, bield, /Zelter. 

Birk, birch. 

Birneift, burni/bed. 

Blafnit ledder, tanned lea- 
ther. 


_Bledoch, éuttermilk. 


Bleifit, kindled. 
Bokkit, gu/bed, 
: Bowding 


4 G#@L O:¢S 

Bowdin, /rwelled. 

Boddin, drefi. 

Bobit up wi bends, came 
up with many bows, 

Bolt, arrow. 

Bougars,- afters. 

Branewod, mad. 

Brais, embraces 

Brankit, pranced, 

Brangled, /hook. 

Bree, broth, 

Brechame, the collar of a 
work horfe, 

Browdin, embroidered, Gib- 
fon: rather flecped. 

Buchts, Sheepfolds. 

Buff, blow. 

Butt, /ounded dully, 

Burde, table. 

Burneift, durnifbed. 

Bufchment, ambufb. 

But’ the houfe, she outer 


: 50) 
chartment. ben, the inner. 


Cc 
Cadgear, @ retailer of fib, 
eggs, XC. 
adgily, jovzally, 
C ante peevi/h. 
Cant, merry. 
Carle, fellow. 
Chafts, chops. 
Chat him, look to Aim/elf. 
Chier, cur fheer. 
Cleiked, catched. 


Sy AY Roa 


Clok, deetle. 

Clokkis, cluks of a hen, a 
proverbial faying, See 
Ch. Kirk. 

Coig, a pail, 

Corby,: @ crow. 

Cramafie, crim/on, 

Craig, neck. 

Creils, panniers. 

Crous, @ contration of cou- 
rageous. 

Crynit, dwindled. 
Curches, couvrechefs. Fr, 
Coverings for the bead. 

Culroun, da/e. 

Counterfittet Franfs, danced 
like a Frenchman. 


Curphour, curfeu. 


D 
Daddy, papa. 
Dails, deals, parties. 
Dame, mothcr. 
Deid,: death. 
Deir, difmay. 
Deray, jollitv. 
Dern, fecret. 
Dewyifs, device. 
Dill, deal, /bare. 
Ding, deat. 
Disjune, Fr. breakfaf. 
Dow, dove. 
Dring, covetous person. 
Droichis, dwarfs. 

Drugged, 


GLO Ss 


Drugged, pulled. 

Dudds, rags. 

Punt, blow, 

Dufht, fell fuddenly. 

Dulce amene, @ quaint 
phrafe from fome Ttalian 
poet, {weet {weetnels. 


i, 
Effeired, Jdclonged. 
Ellwand, az ell meafure, 


Eriche, Zxje, Galic. 
E 


Fath, to take care, be anxiouse 

Fary, tumult: fairies. 

Farlyis, wonders. 

Fecklefs, freble. 

Feck, faith! 

Feir, features 

Fetteritlok, fetterlock. 

Fidder, 128 cat. 

Fie, cattle. 

Fire flauchts, thunder bolts. 

Flane, arrow. 

Flauchter fails, 

Flies of Spenyie, Spanz/a 
Sfiies, cantharides. 

Flocht, /iebe. 

Flaik, Aurdk. 

Fillok, ily. 

Flyte, /cold. 


thiz fod ° 


Fowth, abundance, at large. 


7 
waficde 


Forfairn, exfeeblee, 


QO 2 
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Fone, fondle. 

Forfochtin, exhaufled, wa/t- 
ed, 

Foreleet, out ds, Gibion: 

Val. 

Frawful, froward. 

Freikes,. foolih fellows. 

Fryggs, freaky fellows. 

Fudder, a load of wood. 

Furlet, one fourth of a bell. 

Fuft, roaftcd. 


rs . 
leave Off. 


G 

Gaiflings, Go/lings. 

Gams, Gums. 

Garray, pratile. 

Gaberlunyie, 
wallet. 

Gaits, brats, children, not 
goats as Mr. Calendar 
hasit. They fay dirty 
gait, or gett, of a child, 
in a bad fenfe, to this 
day in Scotland. 

Genty, geatecl, /lender. 

Girnit, grinned. 

Glew, mirth. 

Gib Glaiks, dle rogue, 
fpoken in kindneis. 

Gled, &ite. 

Glowming, dufk. 

Gobs, mouths. 

Granes, groans. 

Graythit, clothed. 

; 


knapfack, 


oo 


Gruffline, 


n 
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Gruffling, grovelling. 
Gryce, a pig. 

Guckit, fool, 


H 
Hail’d the dules, awoy ghe 
GAY « 
Harnis, brains. 
Haufe-bane, xxii. a filyer 
ornament on your haufe, 
1. €. neck. 
Henfure, /frong youth. 
Heydin, mockery. 
Heynd, handy, 
Hell, Acalth. 
Heuch, cif, 
Heck, rack. 
H eckle, a wool-card, 
Heifit, raed 
Herryt, de/poiled. 
Hinny, oney. 
Lifil, axel. 
Hoatt, cough. 
Hochit, framped ‘ 
Holt, wood. 
Hows, hams. 
Hooly, /ofily. 
Hog, aJbeep two years old. 
Hurklin, crouching. 
Hubbil{chow, confufioa. 
Huflytkep, boufewifery. 
Hure, whore. 
Hyn, ome. 
Hynt, zack. 
Hynd, back, behind. 
2 


garR ¥ 
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Jangleurs, quarrellers. 
Jak, part of warlike refi. 
Jee, tremble like a balance. 
Jevel, rafal 
llfardly, favouredly. 
Ingle, fre. 


K 

Ka, driaie. 

Kauk and keil, chalk and 
red Ocre, 1. @, by fortune 
telling, as fuch pretended 
to be dumb, and wrote 
their aniwers with chalk, 
&c. 

Kapps, caps. 

Kail, colworis. 

Ken, know. — 

Kekel, laugh, 

Keik, peep. 

Kenzie, angry man. 

Kevel, a long flaff. 

Kirn, churn 

Kitt, chef, 

Kirtle, mantle. 

Know, Aillock. 

Ky, cows. 


L 
Lauch, Jaa. 
Lane; her lane, dy Ler/eif, 
alone. 
Laith, loth. 
Laits, 


GLO5 


Laits, Sette 

Lans, fkip, dance. 

Landart, country. 

Lair, learning. 

Laid, load. — 

Leit, fe. . 

Lends, Joins, back. 

Lever, leur, rather. 

Liggs, /ies, 

Lire, jic/b. 

Lintie, Lanet. 

Loun, rogue. 

Lychtlies, undervalues. 
Lyking, belowed. 

Lundgit, bulged, welled out. 
Lude, owe. 

- Lute gird, gave hard frrokes. 

Luftie, Dealthy. 


M 

Mails, burdens. 

Mafkene-fat, weffel to dail 
malt infor brewings 

Mavis, thru/p. | 

Mauk, offspring, A. 9. 
Maca. 

Meid, mead. 

Meikle, /arge. 

Meir, mare. 

Mell, meddle, 

Meny ic, company. 

Merle, the blackbird. metle, 
Fr. merlo, Jt. merula, 
Late : 
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Middin, dunghill, beap. 

Minny, mother. 

Mither, mother. 

Mows, mockery, from making 
mows, OV mouths. 

Muddilt, threw. 

Murgeoned, made mouths. 

Mynt, try. 


N 
Nevel, a bloaw with the fif. 
Nok, button of a fpindle, 4 
Noudir, either. 
Noytit, huocked, 


O 
Occraine, ocean. 
Olyprance, jollity. 
Ourhy, o’ertake. 
Owrryd, o’erride, OF per- 
haps worry. 


My 
Paddock, frog. 
Pauky, cunuingy 
Paiks, cuffs. 
Pais, Eafer. 
Pawis, ¢ricks. 
Pearlins, aces. 
Pennyitane, quorts. 
Plack, che third part of a 

enny. 
Pleid, conte/?. 
Pow, ead. 
Preifs, 


oe Re Tee Ry 


RTs 
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Ee Opes 


Preifs, ¢ o firive 

Prei i, eat 

f Nievit, came off. 

Preivin , proof, frft tafte. 
Preit, D. read eS Fy, 


| Chriff?s Kirk, th. 2. 
Privie, fecret, 


Qu. in old Scots is equal 
to W, which fee. 


Quay, a young cow ere fhe 


Raffel, a Rind of leather. 

Raik on raw, is @ common 
phrafe in Douglas, and 
feems to fiznify going in 
‘diforder gs well as rang- 
ing in arow, 

Raik, rai Lee 

Rait, rané, 

Raw? row, 

Raip, rope. 

Valr, TALC» 

Rathes, ; rufPes. 

Rax, reac b, 

Reir, haw ¢ pity. 

Red- Up, neat. 

Reddin, parti Nos 

Reid, advice, 
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Reiling, confufion, running 
about. 

Reiked, reached, 

Reirde, zorfe. 

Richt nocht, xothing at all, 

Riggs, hacks, 

Rok, diftaf. 

Routs, roars, dlows. 

Rouit, wrapt, 

Rude, d/oom. 

Rungs, long frawes. 

Rumumil, ramle. 

Runging, rummaging. 

Rynk, aN, 

Ryts, dough or fake. 


S 
Sark, birt. 
Schawis, groves by the fides 
of waters. 
choo. Meee 
IC nes Mate 2 
Sh oa Shoo 
cl lule, bee 
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oey, ae 

Se >V enfum, /ome, ven, 

Skap, head, pate. 

Sky ch, shy. 

Sk ? ¥ 

Sk rapit, Lave marks of ab- 
ho orrerce, 

Smolt, ferene 


GL 


Skour, jy. 
Smaik, filly fellow. 
Spate, a flood. 
Spaul, /boulder. 
‘Speel, clizmd. 
Spurtil, @ flat zron for turn- 
ing cakes, {patula. 
Soutar, /boemaker. 
Spoung, purfe. 
Spunk, /park. 
Stappin, /Zepping. 
Stoure, /fzr. 
_ Stekill, latch. 
Steid, place, 
Stends, great fleps. 
Stound, time. 
Stotts, /leers. 
Styme, zor fee a fiyme, not 
fee at all. _ 
Sturt, “wrath. 
Strynd, race. 
Sware, the neck 


i 
Taikel, arrow. 
Teynd, vered. 
Thik fauld, Lhickfold. 

- Thrunlan, roling. 
Thraw-cruk, a crooked flick 
for twifting flraw ropes. 

Throppils, throats. 
Trants, the zame of a dance. 
Trene, /pout. 

Trow, fruf?. 


OF SES. AR Ys 


at 


Tulye, quarrel. 
Tyte, /peedily. 
Tyt, drew. 
Tyntel, l/s. 


VU 
Villy, examine. 
Unbirs’d, unbruifed. 


Bi air’ dd hae 
Ungeir’d, unprepared. 


WwW 

Wad, wager. 
Wait, wet. 
Wauld, would, 

common. 
Warefone, remedy, 
Wauch, wall. 
Wawaris, ewooer'se 
Ware, belly, 
Wain, child. 
\Janrufe, azcafy. 


avold, 


Warlel, worfel, qwreftle. 


Whang, /uncheon. 
Whyle, z/. 

Whittil, dnife. 
Wimplers, treffés. 
Wincheant, wincing. 
Winklot, “ttle wench. 
Wirry, choke. . 
Woode, mad, 
Wor, worfe. 

Wick, Cargz0. 

Wyts, woes. 


pats 
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*..* Many editors confound 
this letter as written in 
MSS. thus, 3, with the 
letter Z, and fpell their 
avords accordingly; aszour 
for your, Se. With equal 
Judgment they might have 


So AORLMG 


put the Greek P, moi asR, 
but as, the Roman P, bee 
caufe the form is the fames 
Yape, ready, eager. 
Yearn, curdle, 
Yokkit, joined in fight. 
Yowden, wearicd. 
Yule, Chrifimas. 


Lately publifhed, 


(written by the Editor of thefe Volumes) 


I, Rimes, 2d edit. 8vo, 35. 6d. in boards, Dilly. 
iI. Two Dithyrambic Odes, 4to. 6d, 


Ill. ‘Tales in Verfe, 4to, 3s. Dodfley. 
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